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Letter from the Editor

R

eality is shrouded in shadow. Art invites us to enter the deep, dark places, feel
their reality, and name them. The journey into shadow requires deep courage, yet
sometimes it is what we are most afraid of that we must run towards. I profoundly
respect the authentic honesty of pieces like "Tomorrow" and "Drug Addiction." They
allow us to enter darkness and emerge with a spark of hope: we aren't alone.

One spark can fuel a fire. Watch it ignite, move into light—and look, the shadows dance
beside the flames. Shadow and light are inextricably linked, each presupposing the
other's existence. We need art true to this paradox, art that understands what Ursula K
Le Guin meant when she said, "When you light a candle, you also cast a shadow."
As the staff and I dreamed about this book, we hoped it would draw you into that mystery,
into the beautiful complexity of human experience. These pieces have done that for us.
My work with Parnassus reminded me of the joy companionship brings. I couldn't have
asked for better people to partner with. The staff wholeheartedly embraced the rich,
messy process I so believe in. Their creativity, faithfulness and ready humor filled our
meetings with laughter and inside jokes.
Taylor Blake's attention to detail and beautiful design created a lovely unity from
these many pieces. Dr. Housholder provided invaluable companionship and wisdom—
from beginning brainstorming to cross-campus advertising, from difficult acceptance
decisions to final edits. I appreciate his concern for excellence, but even more deeply
admire his genuine care for each individual he encounters.
Thanks also to the judges for their work on our behalf. I'm grateful to the English
department, not only for the rich legacy of Parnassus, but for the dedication, excellence
and kindness each professor embodies.
Thanks to all of you who shared your work with us. We don't take for granted the
privilege of bringing your work into light. Thanks to you—yes, you—reading these
words. We hope this book sparks something inside you and somehow moves you into
the light you're seeking.
If art fuels the good life, then let the fire burn.

Diana Meakem
Editor-in-Chief
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Adelyn

fiction

Malinda Patterson
live in a room full of stories. Sift through the fireplace, and you'd find the ashes of
them smeared on your hands. Run your hands down the paneling, and you'd feel them
spelled out like braille. Listen carefully, and you'd hear the music of them in my steady
ticking.
Perhaps some would say this place is only a spare room. But it is one of the only worlds
I have ever known. And it is a world that perhaps no one knows as intimately as I do.
I am a grandfather clock. I have seen many things in my time. But in this room full of
stories, there is one in particular that haunts me. I tell it every day, in the rhythm of my
gentle ticking. And if you were to listen closely, let the ticking blend into words, this is
the story that you would hear.
The story of my Adelyn.

It is a shame when a place is best described by that which it lacks. But it was the only way
I ever knew to describe that home. It echoed with the absence of love. For years, the
house felt big and cold, as if there was no kindness to insulate it. Damp drafts and harsh
words swirled together in the rafters. Silence slept in the bedrooms, and its oppressive
presence seemed to chase away laughter.
There was one brightness. When they brought her home wrapped in a pink blanket, I
only caught a glimpse. Enough to know she existed, that she was real. For awhile, the
house was filled with the sound of her. I do not know exactly where in the house her
nursery was, but I could hear her. Her cries, the gentle echoes of her coos that eventually
evolved into babble, and then words.
I listened to her parents put so much effort in getting their child to speak. And as soon
as she did, their goal shifted. They wanted her to speak only words they approved of. Or
not at all.
The house became much quieter.

I remember the first time Adelyn stumbled into my little room. She had dark brown
curls and brown eyes and red cheeks and looked out of breath and happy. Her eyes grew
wide as she saw me, and she walked over, hand outstretched, and ran it down the cherry
wood of my frame.
For weeks, she was entranced by my pendulum, and would sit in front of me, watching
it swing back and forth. The little child always came alone.
She spent hours in my room. In fact, I stopped thinking of the space as mine, and began
to think of it as ours. After awhile, she began to talk to me. Adelyn would look up into
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my big, cream colored face and tell me all about her day. She would come with a blanket
and a book, and would curl up with her back against me, listening to the steady rhythm
of my dcking as I listened to the steady rhythm of her heartbeat. Sometimes she would
read aloud to me.
Her favorite book was The Velveteen Rabbit.
"Real isn't how you are made, " said the Skin Horse. "It's a thing that happens to you. When a
child loves you for a long, long time, not just to play with, but REALLY loves you, then you become
Real. "She read it in her small voice, trying to pronounce each word perfectly, sometimes

wincing when she stumbled or knew she made a mistake. When she finished that last
sentence, she stopped for a moment.
"Clock, if I love you a lot, for a long, long time, do you think you'll become real?"
I didn't respond, but after a moment of silence she smiled anyway.
"I bet you will. In fact, I bet you're real now. You're just quiet. I'm quiet too, when I'm
not in here with you. You're easy to talk to. Other people are hard I think."
She stopped for a minute, thinking.
"Daddy says I'm too quiet. Maybe he's right. But I don't think you should worry about
being quiet. I think you can be real even if you are quiet."
Adelyn seemed satisfied by these thoughts, and nestled back against me. She began to
read again, her voice still shaky, but she kept reading anyway.

Sunlight streamed in the large windows of our room the first time Adelyn walked
through the doors with silent tears on her face. Her hands cradled the remains of a
shattered pot. The broken pieces of hardened clay were painted a deep purple. She
held them like a wounded bird.
Adelyn looked up at me, her eyes wide and hurt. For a moment, she didn't seem to have
any words, just a raised handful of broken clay. She looked from the pieces, to my face,
to the pieces, several times. Then she spoke.
"I gave Daddy a clay pot today. He said it was pretty. But, he got mad at Mommy."
She stopped for a moment, silent again.
"He got mad at Mommy. She said something to him that I guess was mean. And he, he
threw my pot at her. It didn't hit her. But it smashed against the wall."
More tears formed in her eyes.
"I picked up the broken pieces though. I don't think Daddy wants them anymore, but,
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maybe you do. I think they're still kinda pretty."

Adelyn never brought me anything else that her father had broken. Anything solid,
anyway.
She hid a box underneath me. At first it only held the pieces of her pot. But she began
to fill it with other things too. The more she read, the more she began to write, and she
filled the box with her stories and her drawings.
I loved listening to her read them aloud.

As she grew older, she would disappear for weeks at a time. I would hear her in the
house, her voice mingled with those of other girls and sometimes boys. But she wouldn't
come into the room after school tike she had for all those years when she was little.
Then one day, she was back. And she was glowing.
"Clock, in The Velveteen Rabbit, it says when someone loves you very much, for a long time,
you become real. And I know it'sjust a picture book. But I think it might be right. I don't
feel like I've ever felt real before. But I think I might be now."
"Other people have told me that they love me. But I haven't believed any of them. But
Andrew. I think Andrew's different. I think I might finally become real."

Adelyn only ever brought one other person into our room.
They were holding hands, and Adelyn was giggling at something the boy had said as they
tripped through the doorway. I hadn't heard her giggle in years. The boy was blond,
with clear, watercolor blue eyes and a smile that took over his entire face when he looked
down at Adelyn.
"Andrew..."
So this was him. The boy who made her feel real.
"Andrew, this is my room. I, well, this is where I write. Where I draw. And this," She
gestured toward me, "is my clock."
I couldn't smile at her like Andrew was. But if I could, I would have.
There was a heartbreaking innocence to the way she led Andrew around our room. I
watched as she showed Andrew a piece of herself, this special place, that she showed no
one else. For a moment, I saw her as she had been as a little girl. So ready to love the
beautiful things in the world, and expecting, hoping, that they would love her back.
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He pulled her against him, wrapping his arms around her shoulders, and I watched as
she buried her face in his chest. Andrew smiled into her hair.
"Let's make a fire, Addie. We can watch it burn all night." She never let anyone call
her Addie.
They sat in front of the fire together, her head on his shoulder, his arm around her, the
two other hands entwined.
It started slowly. He took her face in his hands, and began to kiss her, first on the
forehead, then on both cheeks, then right next to her mouth, then on her mouth. As
his hand reached up her shirt, I wished I could look away. I didn't want to watch this.
My face was fixed on them, and then he was on top of her, and his hands were on her
waist, and she started to protest, hands on his.
"No, no, Andrew, stop. No, no, that's not a good idea, please," but he just put his mouth
on hers and kept going. And kept going.
And I had to watch.
She didn't struggle except to try to push his shoulders away from her. But she did do
that. And when he was finished, she started to cry.
"Shhh. Shhh, Baby, it's okay. Baby, it's okay."
She laid her head on his shoulder and he held her against him, speaking sofdy to her,
comforting her.
Adelyn didn't come back to our room for weeks. But then one night, she showed up,
alone.
Her eyes were blank when she walked in. She sat down on the floor, blanket wrapped
around her shoulders like she was a little girl again. She looked small and fragile. I don't
think she was seeing anything.
Sofdy, under her breath, so that I could barely hear it, I heard her whisper.
"I said no."
She never brought anyone into our room after that.
But she started coming more often. And talking to me again. She returned to her
childhood habit of reading and writing for hours. Sometimes she would read aloud,
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books she had read, and things she had written herself.
But she never read from The Velveteen Rabbit again.

"I went to the graveyard today."
Adelyn was staring into the fire.
"I just kept walking through the rows of graves, looking at all the names. Some people
just had their names. Other people had quotes. They weren't great quotes, most of
them. Why would you put a mediocre quote on your tombstone?"
There was silence for a moment.
"Some people were buried together. That would be interesdng, to love someone so
much that you would want to be buried next to them."
She twisted her mouth after that one.
"I kept wondering what I would put on my tombstone."
Her face turned sideways and up, to look at me.
"Andrew keeps telling me that I make him feel alive. But all I feel inside these days is
dead. What do you think, old clock? What's happened to me?"
I knew what happened. I watched it happen her whole life. She knew too. But neither of
us could say it. And I did not know how to help.
I am only a clock, after all.

I could hear voices coming from the kitchen.
"Here's the application. Your father wants it done by next week."
"I told you. I'm not going to school to study law."
"Don't be ridiculous, Adelyn."
"I'm not being ridiculous. I'm being serious. And if either of you knew me at all, you'd
know that."
'You know he's doing this because he loves you. He wants the best for you."
"Well he sure as hell doesn't act like it."
"Language, Adelyn."
What sounded like a fist hit the table.
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"Dammit. I've had enough with this place. Enough of you, enough of him. I won't live
in this cage for the rest of my life. I'm getting out! Away from both of you, away from
Andrew, away from everyone who thinks that my purpose in life is to make them happy.
I'm done."
"Adelyn!"
"NO!"
She yelled it this time. Her voice echoed through the house, and for a brief moment, it
wasn't empty.
But then it was.

They looked for months. But they didn't find her.
The fireplace hasn't been lit in years, and a white sheet hangs over me. There is no
music in the room anymore, no poetry, no color without her here.
This place often feels more like a grave for dead memories than a spare room. Some
days, I hear her father stop in the doorway as he walks down the hall.
Once, he entered, and lifted the sheet from me. He stared at my face. He is a tall man,
once handsome. His hair had grayed. His eyes were tired. If I had eyes, I imagine they
might look like his.
I wished I could speak. His eyes begged for answers, and I had a lifetime full of them
hidden underneath me.
The broken pieces of the clay pot. Pages and pages of stories in the clumsy handwriting
of a young child. Drawings done in crayon, in marker, in pencil, in pen, in watercolor.
A worn copy of The Velveteen Rabbit. Unopened love letters from the boys she ignored. A
broken pocket watch Andrew had given her. Black journals with all the words she never
said.
Maybe those things weren't actually answers. But they were something he could hold in
his hands. I couldn't tell him, though.
Instead, I just kept ticking. Never changing, never evolving. Always the same. The same
gentle tick for this man that I had provided for his daughter.
It was all I could do.
He let the sheet fall again. He hasn't been back.
This piece was born out of a fascination with clocks and a strong desire to give voice to things which cannot
speak.
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Empty Afternoon
Sarahruth Brown

Jesse sits shirtless on the edge of the bed
Eyes won't meet though bodies have
I am silent—
In a comfortable anger
The air smells of cat urine and sweat
Last month was a somber symphony
This month is whispered words alone
We are on the heels of Autumn
And her color was brighter from afar

This poem means a great deal to me, as it was the first piece written after a two-year creative writer's block.
Following this time, I used writing to aid in the healing process and give closure to things I couldn't bring
myself to close in reality. "Empty Afternoon" is a clear marker to the start of that time in my life.
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The Unpublicized Seine

photography

Cory Chea

This photograph captures a homeless mail taking shelter from the chilly rain under a blanket along the
Seine River. This was striking because this man contrasts the beautiful, cared-for monuments of the nearby
Champs-Elysees.
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honorable mention poetry

Sarahruth Brown
Apathy beads on my brow
dripping down the bridge of my nose
to a puddle at my feet

I am unaware of
these people this room those words
that flirt with my ears but never dare to enter
I can see
the colors of each syllable the shapes they make in your mouth
but cannot connect them to an inner monologue that cannot even
please its audience of one

It drips
clinging to the curve of my upper lip
sometimes I taste its saltiness
But usually
I just watch the puddle expand
and engulf me.

The first draft of this poem was written on my phone in bed when I couldn't fall asleep due to thinking
about my academic future.
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Interview

poetry

Carli Stewart

Slick hair back straight and iron out the crease,
And shine the shoes,
And cover up spots on the face.
Today, you sell yourself.
They line you up straight on the product shelf.
Merchandise ready for examination.
This one has too few functions.
This one doesn't match the decor.
This one's too loud.
This one's too high-maintenance.
This one's too slow.
This one's fine, but really, can't we do better than fine?
And up and down the line they go,
Hands grasping chins in thought,
Eyebrows raised to appraise,
While you all stand smiling,
Straight-backed,
Chests out,
Confident, but not presumptuous,
Eager, but not obnoxious,
The best pictures of yourselvesPhotoshopped.
There's been a selection!
The best product for the job!
Efficient!
Friendly!
Attractive!
Confident!
And all at a good price!
The rest of you go home.
If this one breaks, we'll give you a call.

Appraising people by their functional capabilities is a necessary part of life. To do things with excellence, we
must evaluate which people will do a quality job versus which people will do a mediocre one. Businesses have
every right to do this when hiring employees. I don't like the feeling, but I can understand the need. I'm just
glad that God doesn't work this way.
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Colorado Mine

photography

Hanson Reed

Above: It took most of the hike up to catch our breath. We didn't make it back for dinner.
Right: "Terpsichorean" is...odd. I wrote it for an assignment, so the length was predetermined. I think the
idea came from Emma Thompson's monologue (spoiler) about roof-jum pers in Stranger than Fiction (end
spoiler).
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Terpsichorean

fiction

Chandler Birch

A

t speeds like this, the wind hitting you full in the face like a train, time sort of
takes a backseat. The brain can't handle it, you see—you're moving so fast with
nothing in between you and your destination but that clean, frigid wind. It's an
adrenaline rush unlike anything I've ever had before. The closest I've felt...there's not
really anything like it. Close, but not quite. The first time I kissed a girl, I thought my
heart would burst out of my chest, but even that isn't really comparable. That's a candle
flame and this is nuclear fission.
My brain has put everything on hold for a while. It must be a defense mechanism. All
that adrenaline puts everything in you at high gear, I guess, so you can escape or kill
whatever's got you so worried. But I don't need to escape, so all that speed is pouring
straight into my brain, letting me remember—
I'm with her for the first time again, tangled up in her hair, and she is so warm, whispering
words in my ear that I'm too caught up to hear. I whisper back, wondering if maybe
there's something I can say—some spell or incantation—to push back dawn, so that we
can stay here forever and ever. We would never need to leave or admit that daylight has
come for us, demanding we let go of all the little lies and the fantasies of love.
The memory flits by, ripped away by the wind. I'm with her again, and it's weeks later.
She's just as warm, but there are no more whispers, and at the time I didn't think
anything of it. It's only now that I can see...
That one falls away, too, dissolving before I can really savor it. I wish I had. Those
moments are as precious as they are poisonous.
Now I'm in that club she goes to, the one I hate. It's awful. So loud and chaotic and dirty.
All the people here remind me of the ones I loathed in high school. And there she is,
twining round and round, terpsichorean. I called her a sylph the first time I saw her, but
now I've got hold of the real truth. She's a siren, calling me out to dash myself to death
on the rocks.
I confront her, and my gut gets tight and my voice gets loud. I say things I know I'll
regret.
(They're truth, but sometimes it's the truth that kills you.)
I don't even make it home before I decide to apologize. It takes me only fifteen minutes
to get to her apartment. I use my key to get in, and wait.
When she gets back, she's not alone. I yell again. Her new friend gives me a bruise on
the jaw to remember him by.
And now I'm here. Journeying. Flying. Remembering every second.
Time catches up suddenly. I wonder what sound I will make when I hit the bottom.
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pride

Sarah Lyons

is made of six loping
lions
—lean, bones eagerly straining
outward—
coaxed along by iron chain
wrapped tight along the
fingers of a stone-eyed girl.
(she is just short of perfection)
metal chafes and scrapes;
her lavaliere lions, the animal accessory
of vanity,
limp behind leaving
aftertaste of salt-sweat fur
and acrid sun.
this run-down spectacle contests from
one city to next, girl
unaware that the beast waiting to finish
her pride will meet her
injudah.

We sometimes get in the way of our own happiness.
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poetry

cymothoa exigua

poetry

Alex Moore
is a ghost
of a louse, loathed
beneath the surface
where,
after breeding on
gills, the creature
feeds on the tongue,
and,
unparalleled in
role-playing, lives
as the organ it
destroys.
they say the host is oblivious.
imagine,
a deep breath,
the dngling
taste of
nothing.
every gasp counts for two.

—the vitality of living truth; without it, i am broken—
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Penance

fiction

Maria Martin

T

'he first day her son came home with bloody knees, Shannon scolded him. His old
jeans had new holes, and their frayed edges had been crusted hard with blood. He
clearly hadn't tried to clean them.

"Isaac, what happened?" She dabbed at a freshly dried scab.

"Ow, Mom!" He jerked his leg away. "I fell skateboarding, okay?"
'You know our rule about knee pads," Shannon said, and he rolled his eyes. "Go clean
up. With soap." He sulked down the dark hall of the apartment, his head almost hitting
the little chain hanging from the bare lightbulb in the cracked ceiling. The old, rough
wooden floor creaked with every step.
She didn't give it another thought. Isaac came back into the living room wearing
basketball shorts and Band-Aids, and they played Call of Duty until he went to bed and
she went out.
The roads were a lace of potholes and crevasses, slick and shining with the rain from the
past hour, but the sky had already cleared. Weeds were beginning to push up from the
cracks, nourished by the water. Shannon's eyes were focused on her shoes, clicking their
nervous, steady rhythm and echoing off the buildings. She shivered.
Three blocks. Four. Five. And six. After two months, she could find the door easily now.
It creaked open, and she was pulled inside.

Herfather had brought her home from school that day, and his khakis had been dusty and wrinkled,
his eyes red. She didn't ask because she was afraid. He sat at the dinner table and stared at his plate.
"I tried," he said. And she wasn't sure what he meant, but she could guess.

The second day, Friday, was pizza night. Isaac had been wearing shorts though, so
nothing was stained. No harm was done.
She told him not to be so careless, and they settled down with a box of Domino's
pepperoni and two bottled cream sodas. They played Scrabble and he looked at her
a little funny, the way she'd looked at herself in the mirror that morning, but he was a
teenager, so he didn't say anything.
As usual, he won, using words like "gently" and "pining," while she added O's to the
N's in his words. "N-O." Only two points. Except when she managed to place her O on
a double word score box. Four points. But she knew he'd made sure to set his N in just
the right place.
They were quiet as they played, sipping their cream soda through green elbow straws.
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She stepped out into the cold after midnight this time, talking to herself as she walked.
"Not much farther. Right, left, straight, four more blocks, left, right. There." She tapped
a rhythm on her thigh when she pulled the door open, allowing a brief puff of humid
air full of cigarette smoke and loud music to escape into the street. The door eased shut
behind her and the street was the same.

Shannon's mother brought dinner in. This time it was Spam and canned com. She'd had worse.
And she'd often had less, so she shoveled it down. Her father did not eat.
"The reverend said to fast, " he said, and so he did. The reverend knew best.

The third day Shannon noticed Isaac's knees, she began to worry. It was Saturday,
and Isaac always slept later than she did on Saturdays. Always. But when she went to
the toaster with her strawberry Pop-Tarts, the front door opened and he was there.
His skateboard under his arm, he was wearing his stained jeans again. The holes were
growing, and the stains with them.
"How hard is it to put on a couple of knee pads?" She flicked the toaster lever down, and
her Pop-Tarts disappeared into the heat.
"Sorry, I forgot." He retreated down the hall, and a minute later, Shannon heard, faintly,
the sound of the rusty faucet running. Erasing.
Saturday nights, she left early. Her hand on the doorknob, loose in the old wood, she
looked back at Isaac for a moment. His eyes had been trained on her, but he glanced
down when she caught his gaze. His hair was flopped over to the wrong side, his
sweatshirt drawstrings were resting on his shoulder, and the cords to his earphones were
looped around his neck. She was at least twenty feet from him, but Shannon could make
out the noise pounding uselessly from them.
"I love you, Mom." She was still for a few seconds, then smiled a fast, stiff smile.
"Love you too." She slipped out and the door closed a little too hard. She turned her key
in the new lock above the knob and tucked it away when she heard the satisfying click
that meant her son was safe.
Six blocks away, Shannon weaved between and behind sweaty bodies twitching to
thumping, driving music, and slid unnoticed through the crowd until she was backstage,
where the other dancers waited.

Her father fasted. Her father repented. Her father had converted long ago. Her father was a good
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man. He even repented for her mother's sins sometimes. She'd been with him before when he went to
confession. She tried not to eavesdrop, but even though the curtain was closed, he was speaking so
loudly, and the church was so quiet.
That afternoon, though, when she and her father stopped at the church on the way back from school,
she heard him choke out her name, Shannon, from behind the curtain. Her stomach twitched. She
couldn't let herself listen.

Sunday, she woke on the couch, her head throbbing and dried saliva smeared across her
cheek. Isaac, his forehead creased and eyes wide, hovered over her.
"Are you okay? Should I call the doctor?"
Shannon pressed her palms down by her sides and tried to lift herself, but her shaky
muscles wouldn't hold her. She collapsed onto her back, hitting her head just a little too
hard on the sofa's arm. She groaned and swiped a sleeve across her mouth, frustrated.
Isaac stood and walked to the phone, but not before she saw his knees.
This time, his jeans weren't the only things frayed. The skin was missing from his knees,
and irregular specks of dark scabs remained around the circles of red. Beyond the scabs,
his skin was swollen. He didn't bend his knees much when he walked.
"Isaac. No." She turned her head to see him, and he picked up the phone. "Don't call
anyone." He traced his finger down the list of emergency numbers and dialed, the
phone already to his ear.
No. They can't know, they can't find out, they can't... .

She straightened her back and spoke as firmly as she could. "If I go, you get your knees
checked out, too." She said this quickly, and wriggled as best she could to get a better
view of her son. He froze for a few seconds, then hung up.
Shannon slumped back onto the couch, her head pounding still more from the motion.
"Thank you."
Isaac limped back to the room and took the ancient throw pillow from the recliner, the
one his grandmother had embroidered with a teddy bear. He gently tucked the pillow
behind his mother's head.
"We're pretty messed up, aren't we?" Shannon smiled weakly, but her mouth quickly
returned to its usual melancholy.
Isaac nodded. "Yep. But not for long." He took a last look at his mother, and turned to
go out the door. "I'll see you soon, okay?" He let the door swing closed (the lock clicking
soon after) and she let the pillow fall to the floor.
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"The man will pay for his family's sin."Shannon heard this phrase often from the reverend's mouth.
On Sundays, in confession with her father, even from her father himself. She didn't think much of
it. She was only ten.
Her father stayed out late some days. He said he was working, hut Shannon's mother didn't believe
him. She would ask him about his scarred knees. He wouldn't answer. He'd ask her about bruises in
the crook of her elbow. She wouldn't answer. They argued quietly, when they thought their daughter
wasn't listening. But Shannon knew.

Sundays were running days. When she awoke the second time, she put on a long-sleeved
T-shirt and shorts and headed down to the street with her hair tied back and shoes on.
Her headache had calmed to only slight discomfort, but her body was still too shaky and
weak to run, so she walked.Just in case. The sun made her eyes water, but she continued,
walking in the opposite direction from her six-blockjourney every evening. She passed a
church, her church, and paused a few steps beyond it. She backtracked on the sidewalk,
scuffing her old shoes gently against asphalt, and soon found herself pressing the door
open.
It wasn't a cathedral, to say the least. Ten rows of wooden pews on each side with an
aisle down the middle. The carpet was rumpled and worn, with waxy stains beneath
old candle stands and packed down patches by the altar where the repentant would
kneel. There were fluorescent lights instead of chandeliers, a music stand instead of a
pulpit, and a tiny keyboard instead of an organ. But there was a long concrete staircase
that climbed up past the reverend's office and apartment to the bell tower, Shannon
remembered. She sat in the nearest pew and took a Bible from beneath the seat.
"A bit late for the morning service, aren't you?" A deep voice came from behind her and
she turned to see the reverend himself, a gaunt, gangly man with dull brown eyes and
white hair. "Haven't seen you around here in a while."
"I've been busy." Shannon tapped her foot, her nerves taking over.
He took a step closer. "It's all right. I don't expect the congregation would take too well
to seeing you again."
Shannon bit her tongue. "I really have to go." She stood and replaced the Bible.
"We've seen quite a bit of your son, though," he said, placing a rough, heavy hand on
her arm. "In fact, he's become a regular attendee. Comes forward for repentance every
Sunday, and some days during the week, too."
Shannon cringed and shrugged his hand from her arm. The reverend's voice sounded
in her head: "The man will pay for his family's sin...." Her father. Isaac. She looked down at
her own knees, bruised in places, but whole, and back up at the man before her.
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"Reverend, I have sinned." Her voice was shaky, but she was sure. "I need to repent."
"I'm glad you're ready, my daughter. Come with me up to my office, and we'll talk." He
smiled what should have been a welcoming, forgiving gesture, but it felt stiff and cold
and false.
He placed his hand at the small of her back and she stiffened as he guided her to that
familiar staircase and flicked the light switch.
On each step, the light illuminated patches of dried, dark red. The color of penance.

Sometimes her father took her with him when he repented. The reverend would be there, and he would
place his big hand on her small back and lead her up to his office. She looked back, questioning,
at her father, kneeling at the bottom of the concrete staircase. He offered a weak grin and nodded,
walking on his knees, slowly, steadily, up the steps. Shannon smiled back and stepped from the
concrete to scratchy, matted shag carpet.
The reverend locked the door.

I wrote this story during a season when I was grappling with the issue of corruption in church leadership,
and though I didn't find any conclusive answers about it (and didn't expect to), I was able to express my
frustration through this piece. It's quite an exaggeration of typical problems in the church, but my hope is
that it will raise important questions about church leadership and faith that guide readers to seek truth and
restoration.

30

Confession [or, The Sinner's Prayer] ^
Suzanne Rhee
My body is
a temple
[of shame.]
[I listened to the world.]
[I ate the lies.]
I live now,
[with the consequences
of a pig]
sacrificed on
the altar,
[un]
clean.

This poem is a reflective response to Taylor University's 2013 Sex and the Cornfields week's topic of shame.
We proclaim redemption through Christ, but we harbor the secret fear that our sin is too weighty to be
forgiven.
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Fully Realized

photography

Jonathan Eshleman

Gravestones put life in perspective. My family vacationed in California last April and visited the Veterans
Memorial at the San Francisco Presidio. We were the only people at the memorial that day as we reflected
on our nation's history.
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PStcllS

poetry

Chelsea Molin
The hospital is heavy with hopes.
Ours sink,
Stick to the linoleum floor.
Tapping the tiles with mindless fingers,
We sit in the fluorescence,
Trying not to think
As nurses rattle empty carts
Past your room,
Where the truth opens
Like a flower
With bruised petals.
And I can feel your grief
Through the walls.
It settles
Like snow,
Seeping through skin
And bone
To stain the hollows
Of my heart.

I wrote most of this in a moment of grief—my mom died of cancer shortly before I started high school, and
"Petals" came out of an attempt to process that loss. As someone who generally doesn't like reading sad
things, I was hesitant about whether to share this but ultimately decided to because I think it's important we
don't insulate ourselves from other people's pain—or our own. Sharing is messy, and it hurts, but it can heal
as well. And if it helps even one person feel less alone, I think it's worth it.
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twelve years later
Malinda Patterson
my dad tells me
that after the towers fell
the city was lifeless with
silence and drifting ash.
littered with overturned street carts
abandoned
by their heartbeats.

My dad was in New York City during 9/11. When the two of us visited New York City this summer, he
talked to me about it for the first time. That conversation and the haunting images he described were the
inspiration for this poem.
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Vision

photography: honorable mention visual art

Sam Stone

Come to your own conclusions.

35

how it ended

•

creative nonfiction: 3rd place prose

Malinda Patterson
• broke your heart sitting at a cast iron table outside of Panera.
there was an umbrella at every other table, but not ours.
you wanted to sit outside,
it was too cold to sit outside, no one eats outside in the middle of October,
but we did anyway.
i ordered broccoli cheddar soup in a bread bowl and a greek salad,
you weren't hungry.
for a moment i wondered if i should be guilty to have such an appetite in this somber
moment.
i decided no and started pulling at the bread bowl.
"so... what do you have to say?"
your words stopped me and i stared down at my food.
this is the part i didn't ever want, where i have to say those things that
are cruel
and unpleasant and
very very very
(damn damn damn)
true.
and so for the first time i do. i tell the whole truth (mosdy.)
but getting the words out was like extracting a nail from my foot
except it hurt more.
but i tell what is important, what is vital.
you begin to cry, and i do too.
"you don't love me anymore?"
"not like that."
you drove me back in your old blue van that last year i had named Bessie
but you always insisted was named Dante.
which was dumb, because your car looked like a big blue cow and who
names a
cow Dante?
i thought about how every time we'd driven somewhere
i blasted Mariah Carey's "All I want for Christmas is You"
even though it was August. Or September. Or March,
you would try to play your awful screamo rock music but i never let you.
and when i put my legs up on the dashboard
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you'd tell me that if we got into an accident, my knees would go through my
head.
i would laugh, and roll my eyes, and think about how someday i might
miss that.
it's funny how these somedays always come, and they hurt more than we
expect them to.
you dropped me off at my best friend's house when i told you i wanted to go home,
my mom was in the kitchen.
Mr. Fiedler walked in a few minutes after me, and i was standing there, blank.
"How are you, Malinda?"
"I'm..." but then i just started to cry.
i guess because i was sad and i was tired of pretending i wasn't.
my mom rushed over and explained, and gave me a hug. and i just let her hold me for
a second, like i was 6 again.
then i went into my best friend's bedroom which was dark and empty,
because she wasn't there,
she was in England for the next nine months.
Hannah was the only one i wanted to talk to.
and there was an ocean between us.
so i lay down on her bed and sobbed into her pillow instead.
the next night at our bonfire, i told my friends what happened
and they assured me we would never eat at Panera
again.
but i said it was fine.
because it was.
so when we all went to Panera i ordered broccoli cheddar soup in bread bowl and a
greek salad.
and it tasted like tears.

It ended poorly.
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Memories Lost

photography

Matt Walters

When I was a child my grandparents had a barn, and my cousins and I would climb up to the top and play in
the loft. This past summer I revisited our old play area, and it was an eerie reminder of our distant past.

38

will you take the razor out of your stomach m
Abigail Pollock
you are dwindling to a skeleton
I watch you like a dog faithfully guarding your bones, jealously
and beneath your skin stretched paper thin I watch your heart
spreading purple
stains ingrained in your fingerprints, pooling in the hollows of your collarbone
and I am your Orpheus
but ironically
you are the singer, the one with the voice
and the gatekeeper you hold the keys and though I would go to hell and back
you will not let me enter and I cannot take your place
and I cannot even hold your head above water
but my tears may drown the cigarette Sirens
my palms grind sand across those glittering mirrored lenses
gouging through the window frame of reference/ frame of mind which has you
stretched out
fingertip to chin in a glass house
chained to a rock they are ravens and can't you hear they are hungry
feel them knotted inside choke them up
bile rising
pound through the ribcage
we dance enraged/dying
and the lines and shadows of your face are razor rimmed

The narrative voice watches a friend waste away through self-destruction. When someone becomes their own
enemy, part of who they are must become your enemy as well. We think we can save the ones we love, but for
many who harm themselves, it's about control, locking themselves down to prove that they can. The more
you try to reach them, the more you are pushed aside. In the face of helplessness, sometime it feels that you
can hold someone together with your eyes while she tears herself apart. The only lifeline you ofFer is the
chance for them to be heard, so they know there is a window into their hell and a face on the other side.
7
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Drug Addiction

photo illustration: 1st place visual art

JJ Becker

Much of my art is psychedelically-inspired nowadays, and I love to use photos to create insane pieces. This
piece focused on my drug addiction, particularly to hallucinogens. The faces and demonic appearance
of the chaos is reminiscent of the visuals of a "bad trip" while describing the struggle and torment of drug
addiction and its destructive nature. This is a taste of how I feel when fighting against addiction, especially if
I have a relapse. I made it from a screenshot of the game "Yoshi Story" that got all glitchy one day.
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Tomorrow

creative nonfidion

Suzanne Rhee

I

lie in the dark, in the safety of blindness, and run my fingers over my legs. They search
for loose flesh that jiggles when I walk, when I run, when I skate. I search for areas of
improvement.

You just can't look at something like that without wanting to cry and hurt yourself and
wish you were forty pounds lighter or dead.
My hand finds the area on my inner thigh riddled with stretch marks. The urge to throw
up overtakes me even though it's been hours since I've eaten.
Regret weighs.

Tomorrow will be better.
I will skip breakfast.
I will run an extra mile.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

It is summer. I am at my friend's pool party for her fifteenth birthday.
I sit with classmates in the corner slab of concrete reserved for food and drinks. The
girls are still desperately skinny, blonde, tan. I hide my pale stomach behind a tankini. I
sit carefully to avoid revealing my inner thighs and the bright red marks slashed across
them. (I noticed the marks a few weeks ago. I was not sure where they came from, but
none of the other girls had them.)
They look like cutter's marks. I am afraid that my classmates will think I hurt myself. I
am afraid the tan, beautiful boys with their lopsided grins and white teeth will not find
me beautiful.
I am so concerned that I spend the rest of the day walking with a towel wrapped around
my waist.
I do not go back in the pool.
I do not eat the cake.

Tomorrow will be better.
I will only eat egg whites.
I will ice skate for four hours.
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I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

I am at the ice skating rink for a party. The cloudy city sky, pierced with skyscrapers, is
heavy and gray. My mind absorbs its gloom. It is November. My friend is eighteen today.
(I lied to my parents about this party. I told them there would be pizza.)
I ice skate until I am numb and call my parents at six o'clock to pick me up at the
downtown coffee house. The oppressive sky has turned a cold blue in the twilight. I
climb into their new car and accidentally knock my ice skate blades against the paint,
leaving a scratch. My parents ask me questions. I give one-word answers
I am physically present but mentally absent. I am lost in my own mind, staring into
space, drifting free, floating away from the world. I am lightheaded. I am lightweight. I
am lighter than air. The bathroom scale will not disappoint me tonight.
I will not eat dinner.
I will not eat dinner.
I will not eat dinner.
I will not eat dinner.
I cannot disappoint the bathroom scale tonight.
In the bathroom, I strip to nothing. Shirt, pants, bra, underwear, double layer of socks:
all pile on top of the heat register. When I step on the scale, I make sure I am completely
empty. I cannot even allow air to fill my lungs. It might throw off the measurement.
I lean past the revolting flesh to catch an anxious glance of the numbers that flash below.
121.5
I have lost thirteen pounds.
As reward, I allow myself to defrost from my afternoon on the rink under the steam of
the shower.

Tomorrow will be better.
I will work in the library during lunch.
I will do exercises in my room until one in the morning.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.
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I am in tenth grade.
The English teacher recites his lesson on the power of word choice. I have heard this
lesson for years. Some of my classmates—the tan boys with the white teeth and lopsided
grins—still do not understand it.
"Different words have different connotations. Would you rather have somebody call you
slim or skinny?"
Skinny. I want my bones to shine sharply under my skin. I want people to wonder how
my tiny legs hold me up without snapping. I want extra small clothes to hang off of me
like bags.
Slim sounds too soft. I want angles.

Tomorrow will be better.
I will write down everything I eat.
I will jump rope for forty-five minutes.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

Thanksgiving is the anorectic's nightmare. I pace nervously as Aunt Barb melts an entire
stick of butter and lets it pool in the mashed potatoes like liquid poison. My cousins
make fun of me taking "rabbit food."
I add a slice of bread to placate them.
It is too much.
While the cousins laugh with holiday cheer and play Apples to Apples, I lean against the
counter and nurse a cup of black instant coffee. I feel no cheer.
Don't throw up.
I cannot ruin this gathering.
My family is counting on me to be better.
It was only a slice of bread.
Don't throw up.

Tomorrow will be better.

43

I will only eat six hundred calories.
I will go to a friend's house so I do not snack.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

133.5.

I have let myself get too fat. Punishment is in order.
The pink lines on my thighs have paled to blend with my flesh: wriggling worms crawling
across my skin. Cutter scars. They look more ghastly, more repulsive than ever.
"Fuck."
I see only one option.
There is a razor in the shower caddy.
I reopen the scars with slow, careful slices. I seethe at the pain, clean the blood, dress
the wounds. Every time my thighs rub together, their sharp sting reminds me not to eat.

Tomorrow will be better.
I will get help.
I will keep my deepest secrets close to my heat.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

I stand, shivering and humiliated, in the nurse's office while wearing nothing but a bra
and underwear. This is a bi-weekly occurrence in my final year of high school. The old
woman scrutinizes my skin.
I want to cover my stomach. I want to hide my legs.
Please, I have not cut in three months.
I have not restricted in almost a year.
I am better.
The nurse is skeptical. Her eyes analyze every inch of exposed skin. I'd rather be dead.
When the inspection is over, she says, "Everything looks fine for now." I scramble to
redress. If I hurry, I can still catch my friends in the cafeteria.
Will they notice if I only eat a salad?
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Tomorrow will be better.
I will eat one thousand, nine hundred calories.
I will only work out for thirty minutes.
I will not eat everything in the pantry after dark.

We must face the memories that threaten to bring us the most harm.
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the night walks
Abigail Pollock
feet white as bone in the light
We walked on bones and water
there is madness in the sycamore trees
there is baptism in the blood
The moon rose and sank on the surface of the water
like the crystallized breath of some monstrous thing
held trapped in the rock bed
or deeper
sleeper biding time for the final hour
the running water our sonorous lullaby
all eyes alive the trees are cleft to cry
and then the village narrows through our jaws
the world becomes as if seen translucently
from a great distance the same color and texture of my skin
of desert sweeps and mountain ranges curved spinal dividing neatly
in half
the nations of my left and right hemispheres drink their fill of moonlight
and we become
between space
universal

This poem is about the kind of mystical experience that shows up on the doorstep at times. A stream in the
winter at midnight can become a place of wild thoughts and almost sacred impressions, where the things in
your mind and dreams come to the surface and play with reality. In the quiet night, the lines between the
real and imagined blur.
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Saving Blood
Charnell Peters
Granny was practically a prophet when she said to me, "Hope makes you bleed."
I've bled over so many houses and hotels I could never begin to tell you.
But I'll tell you—just like granny told me—
You better bleed, baby.
Once, I dragged dripping hope up 3 concrete steps,
Soaked unclean carpet and smeared it on walls and all the ceiling
Til it dripped like holy water on our heads,
And I stained the doorway with desperate work
Like God himself was passing over.
When daylight slunk in, shone past the sunken houses,
Warmed my soul with holy rays,
I knew that hope redeemed us.
So you better hope, baby,
And catch the blood in the canningjars in the cupboard,
Cause sometimes itjust don't come that easy,
And when the holy rays come back up,
You better pray you got enough scars and marks to save you.
Baby, let the hope save you.

Someone did tell me that "hope makes us bleed." I started this poem to explore the interesting image that
created in my head. What if we did bleed when we hoped? Would hoping still be worth it?
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ARKS

<Wou have swung your lasso
Around the shadows.
And have led them close
So that I may see
The faint outline
Of what I do not know.

Letter to an Old Poet.
Kinsley Koons
It is the answers
To the questions
That we must walk through.
Your words grab my hand, and
They whisper to me
Of loneliness and of power.
You were heard by the silence,
And the silence took care of you,
And now you walk.
Sincerely, more than you can say,
The far-reaching notions of thought
So seldom comes down.
You have swung your lasso
Around the shadows.
And have led them close
So that I may see
The faint oudine
Of what I do not know.

This is a poem that I wrote to Rainer Marie Rilke. Rilke's book Letters to a Young Poet is a huge reason that I
pursued an English degree, and his poetry continues to inform and inspire my thoughts of life and God. His
poems are important, and I just want to thank him.
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and me.

photography

Jonathan Eshleman

The sun was setting on our last afternoon in Pismo Beach, California, last spring. My family was walking back
to our hotel room when I turned around to see this man walking by himself along the shoreline. I saw the
boulder next to him and tried to capture the contrast in the scene.
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Through the Looking Glass. „
Taylor Blake

Fountain Court, Middle Temple; London, England. If only we could step through mirrors into our favorite
places.
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San Antonio Through Stained Glass
Veronica Toth
I barely remember the Alamo,
with its informational video
and the courtyard blossoming
with tourists and litde plaques.
No, the Alamo was too significant
to be remembered at all, too
re-reenacted and non-profit-funded
to leave a gleam in anyone's mind.
I remember instead the stone cathedral
and its vacuum of sacred sound—
the wayJesus looked in porcelain and wood,
wrists protruding, crown of thorns
tipped just so—
I remember the stained glass light
washing us holy,
the agnostic among us bathed
in the colorful silence of his own mind.

The complexity and power of this moment were difficult to articulate in a poem. In the cathedral, I saw
a truth in the way people different from me viewed the world, and it was a realization that both awed and
unnerved me.
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Antiquus

photography

Callie Haven

Every object that has ever been built, touched, used, or loved is bursting with wordless stories. Stories are
important.
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Fifty-five Years

poetry

Brianna Wyatt
"Give me my matches,"
says the once-upon-a-time sailor
to the wife.
She clips the last strand
of thread from her sewing
and unlatches the
wood-carved box
on the gray mantel
where it has always been.
He strikes one for his pipe,
and one for the candle,
In the trembling light,
they face each other
without looking,
she stitching,
he puffing,
both knowing
it will storm before morning.

This poem was not requited by any certain event or experience, but was one of those that slowly and quite
inexplicably cast itself onto the page one evening. I wrote this poem over a year ago without knowing why,
but as I look back on it I find more meaning in it than I intended. Love is not easy, but even so it has the
power to endure even the longest and darkest storms.
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After the Storm

poetry

Mark Glenchur
The thunderstorm is over and the clouds are on their way.
The sun returns to watch them go and salvages the day;
He gives the birds the downbeat and encourages the breeze,
Then reaches out with honeyed light and glazes all the trees.
The ornamental maple frowns upon him in disdain;
She much prefers the gems that she was given by the rain.
She decks her leaves and lets them droop as would a dainty miss
Extend her hand demurely for a gendeman to kiss.
The rainbow laughs and lets cascade her many-colored hair;
It tumbles freely through the mist and shimmers in the air.
No time has she to lavish on formality's delay;
She shines as brighdy as she can, then slowly fades away.

The images in this poem are some of those that I noticed following an afternoon thunderstorm this summer.
Although my favorite subjects are nonsensical, I decided to try my hand at writing nature poetry as a change
of pace.
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Quarry

photography

Becky Hogan

We strive to become the best version of ourselves. Change is not about instant gratification.
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Right Here.

fiction: 2nd place prose

Kinsley Koons

S

ometimes, when I need to escape, I go to the cemetery by my house. It only takes
me four and half minutes to get there. I usually go at sunset, because going to a
cemetery during the day, I feel, is stricdy reserved for "emergency mourners." You
know the people that I am talking about. The sister that remembered in the middle of
her workday that it was her dead brother's birthday, the widower who just lost his job, or
the friend who just "couldn't think straight" during class. I never want to give a passerby
the impression that I am in the middle of an emotional crisis, or that I am anywhere
close to "emergency-mourners" on the scale of emotionally deep people. The reason I
don't go when the sun is all the way down is because I don't want my neighbors to think I
am some weird vampire kid. So, I go at dusk. Because doing things at dusk either sounds
romantic or innocent. And since graveyards aren't romantic (unless you are a vampire),
I hope to communicate the latter.

I first started coming down to the cemetery when I was younger. Eight, or so. And the
neighborhood kids were playing what we creatively titled "Super Big Hide and Seek." It
was Jimmy's turn to seek, and I began frantically running around, trying to find a better
spot than Sarah, who was the sneakiest of all the neighborhood kids. I ended up running
to the cemetery, which was barely inside the decided boundaries, and hiding behind
Mary Elizabeth Morrison's grave. I grabbed a stick, and started to scratch the moss and
dirt out of the engravings while I waited to be found. I became so lost in my task to clean
the headstone that I completely forgot I was playing "Super Big Hide and Seek." I sat
there until dusk, picking off every single thing that wasn't stone. Long after the official
game of hide and seek had ended, my mom found me in the graveyard. With a big sigh
of relief and a smirk, she said, "Hey champ, dinner is ready." And that was nice because
I remember how relieved I was that she wasn't angry. Mom has always resonated with
lost things.

Someone told me once that a person doesn't fully die until his or her name is spoken
for the last time. So, as I pass each grave, I say each name out loud. Sometimes I say it
in a whisper, and sometimes I shout it. When I say each name, I linger around the grave
for a little, and I make up little stories in my head about what kind of people they used
to be. Some evenings I am more creative, and some evenings I just rattle off facts like
possible occupations and number of siblings. Although I don't believe it is literally true,
I think it is a nice sentiment, so I do it anyway. And maybe it makes me feel powerful or
something.

One night as I was performing these little resurrections, I was thinking about how nice
the weather was. It was just chilly enough to have a lightjacket on, but it wasn't necessary.
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By chance or by fate, I had never once run into another person while roaming around
the graveyard until this time. I was kicking some leaves and trying to sound out the last
name "Swartzendruber" when I saw her. It was my mom. Sitting against the headstone
of Matthew Wayne Gilbert. She looked frail and weak, almost like a simple gust of wind
could have blown her away. Before she realized I was there, I said, "Matthew Wayne
Gilbert," in a sort of creepy half-whisper.
She looked up with empty eyes and said, "Oh hey, champ."
"Hey, uh, what are you doing here? Are you okay?"
She stood up and dusted the small specks of dirt off of her jeans. "Oh yeah, sorry about
this. I'm sort of stealing your thing. Huh? Your whole mysterious walking around a
graveyard thing."
It was at this moment that I noticed that she had been crying. "Mom, what's wrong?"
She sat back down with a sense of giving up and put her head back against the gravestone,
covering the 'Matth' of the name. After a pause that seemed entirely too long, she said,
"Sam, do you ever just think that maybe you should have made another decision? Like,
you think about your life and how maybe it would be different if only you had chosen a
few things differently?"
"Um, sure," I said.
"Don't get me wrong, sweetie. I am happy. I am happy being your mother. I am happy
doing the things that I do. But sometimes I just wonder." She kept staring ahead. Almost
like she was talking to herself. And I think maybe she was. She was lost. But I think a
part of her knew that she was going to run into me here. And right in this moment,
she needed to be lost with someone. So, I sat down beside her. I put my head on her
shoulder and said,
"Of course I wonder, Mom. Sometimes I lie in bed at night, and go over the decisions
I made during the day. Tea or coffee, left or right, and I think to myself, 'What would
have been different about this experience if I had been a few minutes earlier, or a few
minutes later?' And maybe that is a normal thing, and maybe it is not."
Then, she reached over, and she grabbed my hand. Loosely, almost as if she just wanted
a slight touch to reassure herself that she wasn't alone. And she wasn't. For the first
time in my life, I think, I realized that parents are just kids with more decisions to make.
They have fears, doubts, and moments when they want to sit on the rough ground
of a cemetery and stare into space. Part of me felt like this was the most real I had
ever seen my mother. Not to say that her constant love and attention wasn't real, but
understanding that she also had the capacity for this somehow made all the other stuff
mean more. When you view your parents as some sort of self-sacrificial love robots, you
get into the habit of expectancy. To think that sometimes it was probably hard for my
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mom to love me made the very fact that she did that much more important. Although I
was curious about the decisions that my mom was alluding to, I knew that I didn't need
to ask. So, I squeezed her hand in some pathedc attempt to let her know that she didn't
have to explain herself. As we sat there in silence, I knew this moment was important.
I knew we would both have a special place to tuck it away in our hearts and save it for
times when we felt alone. And then I looked over at her and said, "Hey Mom, it's getting
dark. Let's go home."

Mom held onto my hand the entire way home as if we were crossing the most dangerous
road. She didn't speak, and she walked with a sense of being led. I think she needed
me to take her back home because she had convinced herself that she had forgotten
the way. When we got back we went through the kitchen door. I can't remember the
last time I used the front door anyway. When we walked into the kitchen, there was
a pot of water boiling over on the stove. And with the sizzle of the water, Mom let go
of my hand and snapped back from wherever she was. She hurried over to the stove,
and I watched familiarity slowly start to creep back into her motions. She put oven
mitts on and grabbed the boiling pot and dumped its contents into the sink, muttering
something about ordering pizza instead.

This story was inspired by one of my friends who told me that his grandpa always said that no one really
dies until the moment that their name is spoken for the last time. First of all, I think that sentiment is so
fascinating. Second of all, I have a lot of respect for grandpas. So I knew it would end up in something
eventually. In this story, I wanted to look at the relationship between kids and their parents. I think a lot of
times we can find ourselves in these kind of situations, and there aren't many words for moments like that.
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The Girl

acrylic

Lauren Ullrich

I was inspired to create this piece in an art class while working with acrylic paints, which I enjoy using
because of the smooth texture and distinct color that results, allowing me to easily include fine details. In
referencing a photograph marked with a square grid, I drew and painted this piece, square-by-square, on a
larger scale. To me, the process of this piece represents how I attempt to handle the larger tasks in life, in
general, by working on them one step at a time and that the success of a task may not be evident during that
process but rather at its completion.

Daydream

photography

Jonathan Eshleman

Above: A field burn across from the intramural field last spring made a typical cross country practice seem
entirely surreal.
Right: Even when relationships end, we go on loving. Love has very little regard for endings.
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Sixty Minutes Past Midnight

^

Paula Weinman
At sixty minutes past midnight,
I made a green bulletin board
explaining
phantom
electricity.
It's sort of like a phantom limb, because
if you cut off one end,
It leaves the living part bare and end-less.
I mean,
there is still electricity
sizzling
through that chord
and
there is still blood
bubbling
through those veins, but
there is nothing
to sustain
at the unplugged end:
the lightning
and the blood
race in zig-zags to nowhere.
Seventy-five minutes past midnight
I talked about love,
how
if one end is sawn off
The love still runs,
spilling from the end of
a naked wire
into a world without conductors.
The disconnected end
burns, out of joint,
sputtering sparks in an attempt
to force
ghostly organs
into being
Incarnate.
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What do you think?
Carli Stewart
I look at you and wonder what I see.
I'd like to draw conclusions from your looks
And from your words and actions I would learn
Just who you are, but still, it's not enough.
It's only tiny bits. Who's deep inside?
If I looked in your head what would I see?
A mind all scheduled out and organized?
Tall, high-heeled, focused woman clicks her way
Along tiled floor through rows and rows and rows
Of cabinets to pull the proper file.
Or is it more like objects piled up high?
Arranged in order which you soon forget.
Tiny round man runs frantically around,
Digging through stacks to find the correct fact.
Or do your thoughts comprise complex matrix,
All twisted, interwoven, intermixed?
It makes sense, systemized, but hard to learn.
The sharp-nosed, black-clad man will utilize
A search engine with answers popping up
In green and blocky font, complete, precise.
Perhaps your thoughts are all contained in bubbles,
Bumping and bouncing all around inside,
All interaction but without connection
Small skipping girl with a pony-tail comes up
And pops the right one, letting soap drips seep
Through spongy ground to soak into your speech.
Your brain's most likely unlike all these things,
Or maybe some strange jumble of them all.
As I learn more and more what you are like.
My picture of you ebbs and flows in change
I hope it looks a bit like the real you.

How does your mind work? I'll never know, but it's fun to try to figure out.
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poetry

"Twin Sisters Have Psychic Powers" ^
Chelsea Molin
For heaven's sake, Mr. Editor,
We aren't even twins!
Just because we have the same hair
("Fountains of dark, curling copper"
Ha!
More like a frizzy rust brown)
Just because we're close in age
(I'm older)
And height
(She's taller)
That doesn't mean we share a birthday,
Or even DNA.
Besides,
Even if we do,
How does that make us that?
Mind-readers,
Future-tellers,
Purveyors of hidden knowledge?
Well, I hope you're satisfied.
You know you can't prove a thing,
Can't have a saint's reputation
When you print lies like that.
Yes, lies!
Bizarre, unfounded,
Things you picked up off the street like
Discarded candy wrappers,
Things that lie in the street for a reason.
Honesdy,
I don't know how you people stay in print.
P.S.
Some friendly advice:
Don't drink that coffee,
And when your phone rings
In five minutes,
Don't answer.
You'll be much happier,
Trust us.
At a poetry workshop, we were challenged to write poems inspired by tabloids packed with Elvis sightings,
doomsday predictions, and alien encounters. Fascinated with assumptions people make about others (and
having known several twins), I played with stereotypes people have about twins. As to whether the speaker is
actually psychic or not, I honestly don't know—even fictional characters have their secrets.
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What You Want

photography

Rebecca Daley

Above: This is henna. It is a temporary tatoo made from plants and is typically used in India and countries
in Africa for weddings and special ceremonies. It can be used for anything. I like to do designs, images, or
lyrics. The lyrics in this picture are from a band called The Arctic Monkeys, one of my favorites.
Right- "The Morpheus-Place" is a rumination on the nature of creativity and a vague guess at how artistry
really works.
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The Morpheus-Place

poetry

Chandler Birch

I visited, once, the dream-place
Morpheus's mortuary, where
All story-things and poet-words are born,
And clouds lie heavy on the ground
Like clay. (The land is mind-malleable.
So it would look different to you, I think.)
There are people there, sort of, slender things
With white eyes and no broadness to them.
And stars fall from their sky sometimes,
Burrowing into the ground where they
Spark and smolder, and give off fumes,
And strange colors, shifting, bright.
The slender-folk made games of them,
These stars, and built an art around them:
With clever fingers, shape the cloud-clay
Into forms. Stars, stuffed inside, give life.
Out of cloud-clay, movement.
Out of silvered silence, sound.
Status comes from greater golems. Their makers
Are made legends. But not one in a thousand
Of the slender-folk have strength to build
The hulking cloud-things they admire.
To understand their art, I went to meet
The man they call their genius, the visionary.
He is bigger than most slender-folk, and strong,
His star-eye golems intricate and grand.
"What is your secret?" I ask. He nods.
"They think that I was born this way."
He gestures at his shoulders. "That I picked up
The largest star I found, and smote the clouds,
And made great works. They are wrong.
My great work was not first, or twenty-first,
Or hundred-first. I didn't count. I was too busy
Making things, becoming strong. I'll tell you:
My kin will never make anything worthwhile
Because they won't make anything that isn't."
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An Anti-Valentine
Mark Glenchur
Suppose that our emotions weren't rooted in the heart
And love and joy resided in some other body part;
For instance, what if love indwelt the stomach or the tongue,
The liver or appendix, or a kidney or a lung?
I guess if we were used to it, we wouldn't find it strange,
But, as it is, I think that we would struggle with the change.
Now, lovers, when they meet, would never cuddle, hug, or kiss;
It isn't hard to understand, because they'd talk like this:
'You make my small intestine throb! Oh, take my spleen, it's yours!
My love is overflowing, like a river, from my pores!"
Such language would, it's plain to see, drive lovers far apart—
We wouldn't call them "sweethearts" since we've finished with the heart.
We might rename them "sweet-heads" or whatever we might choose,
Depending on the body part we setde on to use.
Not only would relations change, but also industry;
Imagine how odd greeting cards and chocolates would be.
Now, valentines and candy grams would make beholders gape;
No longer in the form of hearts, they'd take another shape.
They might resemble kidney beans or chains of sausage links
Adorned with dainty lace and shining bright in reds and pinks.
(A brain-shaped valentine, of course, would come in tones of grey,
But as for other body parts, I truly couldn't say.)
Oh, wouldn't it be lovely? Well, the more I think I find
The appellation "lovely" doesn't really come to mind.
Emotions are, I must conclude, best seated in the heart.
I would, however, like to know who put them there to start.

Literary nonsense involves a surprising amount of logic, albeit convoluted logic. One of my favorite authors
of nonsense is W.S. Gilbert of Gilbert and Sullivan. Gilbert would often begin by standing some accepted
convention on its head and then taking it to its logical conclusion, resulting in his unmistakable topsy-turvy
style. In this poem, I have tried to emulate Gilbert's method by doing away with the heart as the seat of the
emotions and following the idea to its absurd conclusions.
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The Perfect Crime
£ Patrick Neer
Two of the men crept through the door,
Dropping and rolling across the floor.
Away, in the distance, a window broke.
Officer 1 rushed up to look.
Slyly, a figure was limping away.
"After him!" cried 2, but then said: "Stay!
6 is outside, he'll stop him there."
"The body's up here!" cried 1 from the stair.
2 stole up the steps and looked at the crime.
There wasn't much left of Officer 9.
1 shook his head, pale as a ghost.
"He's dead, 2. Cold as old roast."
There came a shout from outside; the officers started.
6 lay on the ground, eyes wide and lips parted.
"Where's 7?!" yelled 1 as 2 filled with dread.
"H-he's gone," 6 stammered, "was it true what he said?
He told me ate him." Chills ran up 2's spine,
"Christ," said 1, "7 ate 9?"

I enjoy taking fresh looks at old jokes, and the old 7-8-9 quip offered me an opportunity to reimagine the
joke as a gritty crime thriller.
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Sneaking Inside Faces (Poets are Burglars) ^
Chandler Birch
Look, it's a strange house,
To be sure. The paint job is nothing
I've ever seen, and the architect
Was clearly drunk (if a genius).
Colored windows face out to the world,
The doors are to either side, behind curtains.
"No one can get in," we thought,
"Unless he has the key."
But, see, the house is metaphorical,
So it shouldn't have surprised us
The key was a pun. The first of us to sneak in
Did it with his favorite key (F major).
We've reprised ever since. We're improving,
So we don't even need keys, just empty words,
A few promises we'll never keep.
Whispered in the dark, they're lock-picks,
Tickling open every door she ever closed
To keep her heart safe. No need to hold on
To a favorite. They're easy to replace.

"Sneaking Inside Faces" was mostly for fun, a riff on the idea that artists have a knack for making people fall
in love with them. Maybe they do—it would make up for the distinct disadvantage in making a living.
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Fire Away

photography

Taylor Blake

If you ever needed to fire a historic cannon upon Edinburgh, this would be a prime spot. Not that I'm
suggesting it.
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Eulogy for a Twinkie

2nd place poetry

Paula Weinman

When the Twinkie died, everyone mourned
(an edible yellow sponge)
but
mosdy, we discussed
"the good stuff."
Because
"the good stuff
is
on the inside"

(cheers)
When you meet me,
you'll ask me
where I'm from.
How long did I spend
in Asia (ChinaJapanKoreaNorthorSouthohokay),
before

I learned to be
American.
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"I-was-six-mon ths-old-when-I-was-adopted."
I'll say, so quickly
it's hyphenated.
Like me, an
(Asian-)

American.

"I'm pretty much
white
on the inside."

We'll laugh.
I don't know why I think I can laugh.

Is

"the good stuff
on the
inside"
p

We often treat heritage as if it is an answer to questions of identity, but I'm beginning to think that heritage
and identity are, in fact, twin questions.
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White Fire

photography

Corrie Thompson

When first looking at this picture, you can only see the white flames dancing in my fireplace at home. When
you look closer, you see the soot and the embers ablaze. Sometimes we focus on the flames when we should
be more concerned with where they came from. We have to find the source before we can fully understand.
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Uses For a Globe

1st place poetry

Veronica Toth
Imagine what you could do
with a hollow world.
You could crack it open
with a big walnut-sheller
right down the equator
and eat ice cream from each hemisphere.
You could stick a helium pump
straight through Antarctica
and bat it back and forth
over a net in the backyard.
You might light tiny tealights
and place them inside,
hang the world like a Chinese lantern
on a tree bough
and enjoy the way that Europe looks
when it's glowing from within.
You could bowl with your fingers spread
from Jamaica to Ontario;
you could shake slips of fate inside
just like a Magic 8 Ball
and draw from a slit sliced due north;
at the end, cut it into melon slices
and gnaw on the dark blue rind.
Or, I suppose,
it could be juiced, wrung out,
hung up to dry,
and set upon a bronze neck;
spun idly once in a while
to dust off the Pacific.

We live in a big, beautiful world, and sometimes I want to kick myself for trying to shelve it.
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Citadel

photography

This photo was taken in Downhill, Northern Ireland, during my semester in the Irish Studies Program. The
location is one of the most beautiful places I have ever been to. The cliffs either hugged the sea or towered
above golden beaches below. There were caves and ruins to explore. The picture reminds me of hope
because of the citadel perched on high, looking to the heavens for what lies beyond. It takes me right back
to that evening surrounded by God's splendor and his beautifully-painted sky.
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The Return

photography

Matt Walters

Years ago I lost someone very close to me. Ever since then, as cheesy as it may sound, whenever I encounter
a butterfly I think of this person. I like to imagine that this is their way of telling me that I am being watched
over.
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Firefly

fiction

Rebecca Hartman

M

y dad says the dark took her. Right there, up in the middle of the night, she walked
down the road and never came back. Dad was only litde when it happened, but he
remembers. I guess if I were him, I'd remember the day my mom died.

As I got older, I decided to look around and see what I could find out about the real story.
Dad told me I looked like her, but not anything else, only that she died. So I went to the
local library during study hall and lunch and began sifting around in the old newspapers
and obituaries. I finally found an old article that said a car hit her while she was walking
late at night. They found her the next morning in a ditch after my grandpa went out to
look for her. Police said that the driver was probably a passer-through and nowhere to
be found. The Star ran a short piece on the incident, calling it a hit-and-run, and even
printed a small picture of her. I mentioned this later to my dad, wondering if he'd say
anything different. He just shook his head. "The dark took her. Sure as anything."

I remember afterward looking at myself in the bathroom mirror and seeing her face in
my own. We even had the same eyes. I still wonder how much more I have in common
with her.
We drove down the road where she died all the time, and normally I didn't really think
about it. In the daylight you can see the road; it runs straight down past the country store
and the town hall, through a stretch of woods, and out to the farms. The Lone Star Bar,
where my mom works, stands at the corner where it begins. My friend Rob lives near the
other end of it, and our families were forever going to visit back and forth.
But that was always during the day. At night, when there's no moon, it looks like it goes
on forever. Just black, like you could swim in it. Even though you know Rob's house is
right on the end of that road, you think that maybe it isn't there anymore and it's just
dark.

My feet crunched the gravel as I made my way out to the car from the bar. Mom took the
car to work, so I had to walk down to the Lone Star to get it before I went. I shivered, my
breath creating steam clouds like cows in the early morning.
It was Friday night, and I had a date.
I felt like it was almost magic. Rob, I mean. He was my date. I knew some of my shivering
wasn't from the cold— I'd had the jitters since Rob asked me out last Thursday. I'd
been crushing on him since god knows when, but it really hit me out of the blue when
he asked me. Apparently I was the last to know he liked me too because when I told my
parents, theyjust smiled and laughed. I was smiling and laughing too, and my mom told
me that if I kept at it, my face would stick that way.
It was finally Friday night and I still couldn't stop smiling. Earlier, Mom, after her teasing,
had compassion and gave me a little lipstick to go along with the car. Dad, probably still
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protective of his only girl, had slipped a paper cut-out heart in my jacket like he did
when I was litde.
"That's my bright girl," he'd said before I left. "Have a good time, firefly."
I kept his words close to me. I felt like I was floating away, and they were the only thing
keeping me grounded. My right hand curled around the car keys in my pocket, and
my left made the paper heart all damp with sweat. The car was frigid, but it wasn't cold
enough yet to freeze the door shut so it looked like I was going to be on time. I slipped
in and turned the key. The car coughed and died. "Oh no..."
I trooped back inside.
"Mom!"
'Yeah, sweetie?" She looked up from polishing the bar.
"Car's dead." I stomped to get feeling back in my feet.
"Well then, I suppose you're just going to have to walk." She put a hand on her hip and
smiled.
I grumbled. "Shouldn't I call, or something?"
She put the rag away and began pouring a few beers. "I think their landline's down. Blew
out earlier with the storm."
She laughed at my grumpy face. "Well, if you want to go see this boy, I suggest you get a
move on. It's only a couple miles up the road."
I gave her a withering look. "But it's dark out."
She conceded. "Here, take this belt then. It'll alert cars. Oh, and take this flashlight."
"Thanks, Mom. I'm sure Rob will think this is 'super-duper-pretty'." I put the belt around
my waist and stuck the flashlight in a loop.
'You're 'super-duper-pretty' already, hon. Now get." She laughed, kissed my forehead,
and pushed me out the door.
Rob's house was just past Mr. Greenburg's farm. It was only about a mile and a hali
from the bar, so I wasn't too worried. It was past what you could call "rush hour" and
before the real rush hour when everyone drove home from the bar. But it was down that
stretch, the dark stretch. I rubbed the paper heart between my fingers and got walking.
I didn't really think about her until I got to the edge of the town hall and had to turn
on the flashlight.
It was quiet out. Winter was upon us and most of the creatures that would have been
making noise were asleep now. The wind tickled the trees up on top. The light from the
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country store faded, then disappeared. I was a circle of light in the dark.
I waved my flashlight back and forth, sweeping it across the road and into the ditch. Her
cross was around here somewhere. The light flashed against something white and I saw
it, the old wooden cross. The paint was beginning to chip away by now.
"Hello there, little darlin'," a caramel-smooth voice said.
I screamed. "Who's there?" I whirled around, shining my flashlight this way and that.
"Don't be scared, I'm right in front of you." I shone my flashlight straight ahead, and
there before me was a wolf.
He seemed to be made of soot and smoke, and his edges were scratchy. He was all black,
even his mouth and teeth, and his eyes were two sunken holes, blacker than the rest of
him. I'd never seen a wolf before, but he was as big as a full-grown bull. Big as he was, he
seemed to weigh nothing, like he was floating. I thought maybe that he would blow away
by the wind, but the wind was nowhere to be found.
"What do you want?" I clutched my jacket to my chest.
"Dearie, what are you doing out so late?" He chuckled and wagged his tail.
"I'm—I don't know," I lied. I was shaking now.
"Aw, dearie, that's a little strange." His ears flicked forward.
My tongue got all mixed up and I stuttered. "I d-don't understand, you-you're a little
strange too?" I backed up, but he stayed the same distance away from me, like I never
moved.
"I'm not strange, I'm just a little different. What's strange is a little lady all alone on a
dark night! Where you headed?" His eye-holes squinted as he smiled.
"I'm-um, I'm going to Rob's house." It tumbled out of me.
"And who's Rob?" He tilted his head, just like my dog at home.
"Rob's a friend." I clamped my mouth shut to keep myself from saying anything else.
"A friend? Is he a handsome friend?" He smiled wide and wagged his tail again.
I couldn't figure it out. What did he want? I stayed quiet, though I kept shuffling
backwards.
"Oh, come now, you can tell me." He winked. "Just between the two of us, now, is he
handsome?"
"Um, yes?" My flashlight beam shook. Why did he want to know about Rob?
"Well? Tell me about him! Is he the reason why you're wearing lipstick?" He wagged his
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tail so hard his whole body wagged too.
"I mean, he's handsome." I shrugged and tried taking a few deep breaths. I tried to play
it cool; maybe he'd leave me alone if I wasn't afraid. "Why do you want to know?"
The wolfs voice got softer. "Are you in love with him?"
Yeah. "I-I don't know." The memory of Rob smiling and shy when he asked me out sent
a warm thrill through me.
"Is he in love with you?" The wolf inched closer.
My heart dropped. "I don't know. Hey, why don't you mind your own business?" I
clenched my fist in my pocket, kneading the fleece lining with my fingers. The paper
heart felt gritty.
"No need to be rude." His tail stopped wagging. "I was just curious." He paused. "Hey,
you know, that was a litde nosy of me." He ducked his head, but I knew he was still
looking at me through those eye-holes. "How about I make it up to you? I'll make you
a deal. What do you say, wanna make a deal?" Something in his voice changed, and I
tripped a little over myself. "I can give you what you want, and in return you give me
what I want." The black holes he had for eyes blinked.
"What? What deal?" I squeezed the flashlight. Was the light getting dimmer?
"Oh, but think, if y'could have anything you wanted, anything at all, what would you
want?" he said in a sing-song voice. "I can help you get it. That's what the deal is all
about, me doing something nice for you, and," he swallowed, "you doing something
nice for me. So what do you want?"
I thought of Rob.
He seemed to understand. "What about Rob? Don't you want him to love you?"
"No, no, I don't want him— I mean, I don't want to make him do anything." I gripped
the paper heart with all my might. The flashlight beam began shaking again.
"Come now, be reasonable. We'll make a deal. You give me, say, a hair from your head?
Just a bitty thing, and you can take your handsome man home with you. He'll never
leave you, he'll always love you, one-hundred-percent guarantee."
Something in my chestjumped up. He'd love me? All of a sudden I wanted that. Wanted
it more than anything in the world.
The wolf sniffed and snuffled closer to my head.
I shoved the feeling down. "No! No, I don't—and you, you can't have my hair." I fisted
the heart in my pocket. "That's mine."
His hole-eyes grew bigger. "Now, my dear. Think for a moment."
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"I've thought, mister, and I don't want anything to do with you." I raised my voice and
walked a little faster. Something in me knew I was saying that to me, too.
"Well then." His tail twitched. He kept silent then, but he kept following me, just floating
along like a wisp.
I needed to think about anything other than Rob. I thought about my dad, and about
her. "Are—are you the dark?" I shone the flashlight straight into his eyes, and the black
seemed to swallow the light whole.
"Now, who told you that, dearie?" His voice became lower.
"My dad." The paper heart was crushed in my palm.
"He shouldn't have told you so." The wolf inched closer, and the light from the flashlight
began to dim. His mouth opened wide, then snapped shut. He opened his mouth again,
then snapped it shut. Then again. And again. He was getting so close, and the light was
getting dimmer and dimmer.
I whimpered. "Look, stay away! Stay away!" The heart in my hand burned. The light was
going to go out, any second now. "Stay away!"
Snap. Snap. Snap.

"STAY AWAY!" Without even knowing what I was doing, I flung the heart into the throat
of that black beast and ran straight through it towards Rob's house. It dissipated like
smoke before me, but I could feel an ashy film clinging to my jacket. I heard a howl of
pain, then quiet. Somewhere along the line I dropped my flashlight, but I didn't care.

I ran until I got to Rob's house. I was still shaking, but I was safe.
I didn't let go of Rob for the rest of the evening. We ended up watching a movie as I told
him all about it. Sure he thought I was loony, I blushed through most of it. He didn't
seem to think I was crazy, though. He even put my jacket in the wash, just to make me
feel better. I think with the old-time spirituality around, not a whole lot was impossible
to him. I made sure that we kept all the lights on, even the old Christmas lights still
hanging up outside from last December. He could tell that I was pretty shook up, so he
suggested I call my dad and ask him to pick me up in the truck when it got late. Dad
ended up coming over for the last half of the movie and talking deer hunting with Rob's
dad in the kitchen. Sometimes he'd come and check up on me and pat my head before
going back to the kitchen. Rob would laugh quietly to himself whenever Dad did that,
and whisper to me about how my dad and his dad were talking shotguns and boys taking
their daughters out. I could tell he was a little nervous, maybe even as nervous as I was,
so I snuggled up next to him and laughed too. The wolf began to fade away in my mind.

82

My jacket came out of the dryer and Dad and I headed home. At first I was scared to
go back outside, but the kiss Rob snuck on my cheek when Dad wasn't looking helped.
We climbed in the truck, and my dad put on all the inside lights. We drove home to the
sound of George Strait.
"That's my bright girl," Dad reached over and mussed my hair. "A regular firefly."
"Daddy?" I said, my hand in my empty pocket.
'Yeah sweetie?" He looked over and rubbed his scruff.
"Can you make me another heart? I lost the one you gave me."
"Sure thing, hon." He hooked his arm around my neck and pulled me in to kiss the top
of my head. "That's my girl." He smiled. "My firefly."

"Firefly" started with a late night walk on Taylor's campus. There's a crossroads next to the Well, and if you
stand in the middle, you can see three of the four routes lit with streetlights for a distance. The fourth is
shrouded in darkness, lined with tall trees blocking most of the sky. When you walk down that road even
the darkness seems alive. It's intimidating, if not frightening, but the one road I want to take is through
that darkness. It was that concept of a sentient, seductive, and perhaps malevolent darkness challenging the
normalcy of a young woman's life that birthed "Firefly."

Captivate
Becky Hogan

photography: 3rd place visual art

ILLUMINATION
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Haw can I describe what you've done to me
How you have embodied
And how I have seen a world made of light
I can touch."

Freedom

photography

Ethan Barnes

This photo was taken on Great Sugar Loaf, a mountain in County Wicklow, Ireland, south of Bray and close
to Greystones, the Irish Studies Program residence. Toward the end of the semester, I found a "family" in the
students I was with. This picture brings back bittersweet memories of my fairytale semester nearing its end.
At the top, we saw the sun set over the pastures and the deep blue Irish Sea. My surroundings elicited a sense
of resolution, closing a chapter in my life. Rather than living in the past, I was free to run into God's plan.
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Illumination
Malinda Patterson
It was dark.
But then she struck a match.
And while it burned,
there was just enough light
to see the other's face.

There is a sacredness to that which allows us to see each other face to face.
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Karl Barth.
Kinsley Koons
There is a wall that lies between who you are
and who I am. But I can still see the shadows,
and at times, I swear I see you move.
I know that there is light,
I can feel the warmth of it on my skin.
If only I could reach out and touch its source.
But You, in an act of love begin to make a tiny mark,
Just a crack in the wall, and the light bleeds through.
Slowly, there is more, and the shadows disappear.
In a single moment, everything is engulfed,
As if a wildfire consumed all of those you love.
And I know, I can see Your face.

Above: I'm not sure if having a theological crush on someone is permissible, but if it were, KB would be my
number one. Barth's theology has played a huge role in my relationship with God and was made a lot clear
for me in a time of deep confusion. I feel a lot of gratitude for Karl Barth, and this poem is a thank you.
Right: This is about the kind of person we meet only a few times in our life, who is so lull of life it spills over
to everyone around. It's about lost love but also symbolizes new love and life found because of pain. Though
it seems like a reflection of a past memory, it is a step forward, a creed declaring healing and moving on.
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solar flare.
Elise Heyen
to sit here and think that once, that was us
is more of an injustice, less of a lack of trust.
I know I am not
the only one of us
who still wakes to daydreams
of sunrises and bicycles and bridges and roofs
and shooting stars, or satellites,
either one, I think
because to me it mattered not
which one was which
back at a time when I was not the only impression in the sand
and mine was not a lonely bike
resting against a cold fence.
is there something human
about refusing to let go?
or is it just a truth
that we never really lose a connection
once we have forged one so real.
you were the kind to trip and almost fall.
never fall, but you came close
oh, clumsy were you,
but not in a bad way, no.
you tripped over the cracks in the sidewalk
and the ragged branches and the weeds
but only because you refused to look down.
for you were always looking up.
up, into the clouds and the sun and the sky
and the wide-open hopes and dreams
of a midday sun
while others kept their eyes fixated
on the uneven ground, in hopes
of avoiding puddles and pebbles and pitfalls
and every risk of falling.
but you had no time or interest in keeping your eyes down.
like your spirit, your eyes were always up
constantly searching the darkest of nights
as well as the brightest of days
and never missing the joy in a raindrop
or a solar flare.
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City Street in Italy

pen

Lauren Ullrich

I enjoy drawing European architecture because these buildings represent the unique beauty of the rich
history and culture around them. I was inspired to draw this piece after walking through the streets of
Verona, Italy. This piece provides a glimpse of an average day and represents how easy it is to get caught up
in daily activities and overlook the beauty of it all.
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Blasphemy

Christina Goggin

You are my special revelation
The words of my soul made flesh.
You stand beside me
Containing the whole of an unknown glory
Truth inside the humming cells of your skin
The universe on the dp of your tongue.
Incarnate.
How can I describe what you've done to me?
How you have embodied
And how I have seen a world made of light
I can touch.
You have made me living stone
Slipped your fingers over my skin
Found the flaws and
Cracked open my rocky chest,
Revealing earthly flesh beneath of dirt and dust.
You found my lips and breathed deep life.
This stone's renewal and reveladon.

This poem was inspired by the spiritually-enriching relationship I have with someone I love. It has been
interesting for me to experience such deep parallels of my theology in a human, relational way. In some ways
it seems "blasphemous" to make such lofty comparisons, but in other ways true and beautiful.
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Dear Jorge Mario Berqoglio,

honorable mention poetry

Christina Goggin
You were dressed in glory,
Robed in brilliant power,
And weighted with jewels of wealth,
But when your hands reached behind
the golden vestments
They found wrinkled and spotted
Human skin.
Your fingers slowly peeled back hardened flesh
And cracked through britde bones
Until they found a
Human heart,
And brought it forth to light.
You cupped the flinching organ,
Outside your body,
A small and bloody,
Vulnerable,
Mass of flesh.
"Here," you said.
"Here is my heart,
and here is the heart of the church."
A gruesome surgery,
A continual sacrifice of self,
To present this gift,
To a world of hollow chests.

This is a poem I wrote for Pope Francis I and sent to him in a letter as a response to his humility and
compassion. For me, his powerful example has been very meaningful and inspiring.
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Catedral Nueva

photography

Lauren Anderson

In the spring of 2013,1 studied abroad in Cuenca, Ecuador. Every day, I would see the cathedral on my
morning commute to school, and I would often stop to gaze at it when I was in the city. I fell in love with its
beautiful stained glass windows of Biblical characters and the echoing, chant-like voices heard during mass.
The church became a symbol of peace and security to me, especially in the midst of the lonely times that
came with living in a foreign place. Out of all the cathedrals I have experienced in Europe, South America,
and the U.S., Catedral Nueva will forever remain the most magnificent in my mind.
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A Commission of One
Veronica Toth
I have held the hands of the mockers of God,
I have held their stillborn hearts and
I was not afraid.
I have smoothed the hair on those blasphemous brows
and, seeing deity in their eyes,
kissed each flushed cheek goodnight.
I have tucked agnostics,
fully clothed and shivering,
into bed.
I have rubbed their backs and
quieted them with wordless hymns
about their mystery of One.
I have looked for rebellion and evil
but found none—
I have looked for the darkness
of which I was once told
and found a different kind of light.
No more equal yokes, no more
Romans Road and hate the sin—
I simply want to hold the hands
of the mockers of God,
to be a home to
the ones for whom home,
like Him,
is just another myth.

A mission statement of sorts. I have found people I love who do not and cannot fit the mold that I have, for
so long, believed salvation required. Leaving some of those presuppositions behind is helping me in the
process of loving people better.
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Nocturne in C-sharp Minor ^
S. Taylor Hughes

These lights lead the eye through the photograph and into the distance, traveling, just as each of us travels.
Humans—each of us a valuable vessel of light—live amongst hardship and darkness. But the mercy of time is
that it continues on, despite hardship, always providing us something else to set our minds to. In the words
of Wendell Berry, "The world goes on. More things happen. And some of the things that happen are good."
May we all continue on. We all face the dark, and we all face the light.
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Joy

acrylic

Annie Johnson

I've always been drawn to portraits because they allow you to bring individuals to life. As the elements come
together, an emotion is expressed. While scrolling through potential images, I was immediately drawn to this
one. This person has a twinkle in his or her eye and a subtle smile I wanted to capture. More importantly,
"t is difficult to decipher if this person is male, female, Caucasian, African-American, or any other racial
category. Instead of being characterized by labels, all you see is the joy in his or her eyes.
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Twenty Things

fiction: 1st place prose

Maria Martin

T

HINGS SHE OPENED

0. Her eyes, that very first day. They were blue like the sky, not like the sea, she'd
declare years later, because the sea is cold and deep and unknown, while the sky is
bright and clear and just so open.

1. Her mouth, every day for the next eighteen months, or so it seemed. She screeched
and howled and some wondered whether she wasn't an angry parakeet or a wild gorilla.
I preferred spunky chimp.
2. That bag of salt and vinegar potato chips I'd set on the kitchen counter. Don't touch,
I'd said. You don't like that kind. When I looked back at her, the blue bag that dwarfed
her tiny hands had vomited its contents up onto the polished linoleum and moist,
ground-up clusters of dried, fried potato dribbled from the corners of her mouth. Don't
like, she'd complained through tears, and I couldn't bring myself to say I told you so.
3. The big botde of ibuprofen tablets, all by herself, and she was so proud (standing
there with her tiny fists on her tiny hips, victorious, like she'd stuck her landing at the
Olympics or won the Tour de France) and I was so terrified and there were only two left
and I couldn't remember how many were there before and I drove and drove and drove
her (humming happily in her car seat) to the hospital and it turns out she only fed them
to the dog and she was okay, she was okay, thank God she was okay. The dog was not.

THINGS SHE GOT
4. That awful-terrible-never-should-have-been-invented tool of the devil. It's just a toy, my
father told me. You loved it when you were her age. No, I said, it's getting in the carpet
and in her hair and I can't stand the smell. She came to me crying once, her mouth full
of the purple kind. What's that, I asked, and she held out her fist full of crusty purple
clay. Pay-dow, she said (apparendy it's hard to speak with something disgusting in your
mouth), and when she agreed to spit it out (into my hand, of all places), she proceeded
to explain that it had dried out and she wanted to fix it. Why not use water, I asked, and
she looked at me (her eyes wide with amazement) as if she'd never heard of the stuff.
5. A computer, at her tech-sawy grandfather's insistence. Why would a five-year-old need
a computer, I asked him, and he smiled. Because she's my five-year-old, he said, as if
I'd buy that explanation. Turns out, she just wanted to draw on the box. I took the
computer. (Grandpa doesn't need to know, I said. She told anyway.)
6. Sick. Often. Until her first grade teacher approached me. Your daughter plays nurse,
he said. She'd been wiping nasty dripping noses and giving away her Flintstones vitamins
that I packed in her lunchbox. Sometimes (or so I'm told) she pretended to write out
prescriptions for kids whose tummies hurt.
7. Confused when I finally tried to explain to her the real reason her daddy wasn't
around. But why would he want to pick somebody else over you, she wondered. I don't
know, I said, but that was a lie. She wasn't ready for the truth (or I wasn't ready to
tell her).
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THINGS SHE BROKE
8. The toaster, once she'd finally figured out how to make her blueberry bagels perfecdy
warm and crispy for the peanut butter to melt just enough but not make the bagel
soggy. I found the toaster's remains hidden behind my dusty crock pot on a Tuesday
morning. What happened, I asked. She shrugged. After a brief interrogation over bowls
of Cheerios, she caved. It fell, she declared, and victory was mine. A new toaster was
mine, too, from Best Buy later that evening.
9. Her hand, playing kickball in gym class. She didn't cry. How did you break your hand
playing kickball, the doctor asked her, trying to lighten her mood. Mark Borden fell
on it; I hate Mark Borden, she said. She crossed her free arm while he worked on the
broken one. That day was bad for her (we went out for ice cream to heal emotional
wounds, as all women should, and she was still down), but the next was bright. Look
how many names I got, she shouted into my eardrum, shoving her neon yellow cast in
my face. I pushed it gendy away. Mark Borden's name (and the word sorry) in bright red
ink was front and center.
10. My rule against being outside alone at night. She and the twin girls next door went
out to catch fireflies and she came back alone. Where are they, I asked, and she grabbed
my hand and pulled me against my will to the park down the road. One girl sat on the
ground, cradling her foot and sniffling, and the other stood guard. Somebody had to be
alone, she said, and it shouldn't have been her (she pointed to the girl on the ground).
I called their mother and she came running running running and gushed over the
daughter, who hadn't really hurt her ankle and turned out to be quite the crybaby, as my
ten-year-old self would have said.
11. Out. Badly. (And early.) So since acne and makeup naturally happen to a girl at the
same time, I took her to Macy's at the makeup counter and she let some scary, painted
stranger paint her face. She'd had something similar done when she was four, but a
glittery butterfly on a litde girl's cheekbone and mascara on someone who's almost a
young woman are two different things entirely. I didn't like it. She loved it.
THINGS SHE MADE
12. A self-portrait. Only with pencil (which still amazes me), and it looked just like
her. It stayed magnetted to our fridge until she graduated. I decided maybe the purple
playdough had been worth it if she was going to be an artist.
13. Friends, and lots of them. When she asked me if she could have a party (and a
boys and girls party, at that), I didn't expect the deluge of twenty-five barely-teenagers
barreling through the front door of our apartment. Four long hours of cupcakes, plastic
cups, don't touch that's, and rolled eyes later, I sat next to her on the sofa and we
watched Gilmore Girls with mugs of hot chocolate and a bag of pretzels. Thanks, Mom,
she said, and it was worth it.
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14. Honor roll her freshman year. Both semesters. I couldn't have been more proud if
I'd stuck my landing at the Olympics or won the Tour de France.
15. Out. With a boy. For thirty seconds. In my house (though that wasn't the part that
bothered me). I'd like to think I was a little more subtle when I was her age, but my dad
never was the type to talk about things like that, so I'll never know. I hoped she'd be
able to say no when it came to that and I wondered if this was the moment all my years
of work would be tested and I had hundreds upon hundreds of questions I was dying to
ask this boy (whoever he was, anyway; I found myself disliking him the more I thought
about him), but I knew if I asked him, she'd loathe me until she was forty so I trusted
her. (Or I tried.)
THINGS SHE LOVED
16. Challenging boundaries. Examples: two speeding tickets in her first year driving.
Walking in five minutes after curfew one Friday night, and after I excused her (a
mistake), walking in two hours late the next Friday (me pacing the living room, waiting).
Going to R movies with older boys. Coming home that one Saturday with alcohol on her
breath and tears on her face because she wasn't the only teenager who liked challenging
boundaries.
17. Bicycles. She rode them, wrote about them, took pictures of them, painted them,
bought them, fixed them, sold them, and cared for them like I cared for that hideous
gerbil I had in eighth grade (meaning: more than they deserved). The garage door
rose a little too late one evening and I prepared to scold her (I'd finally gotten used to
enforcing curfew by the minute) until she said, forty miles, Mom (she held her fist out
to me; I bumped it). Forty miles deserves ice cream, so we picked up a couple pints of
mint chocolate chip at Walgreens and walked around the block as we ate.
18. Graduation. For some reason. She sat in her black gown and awkward cap and
sweated the afternoon away underneath the burning sun (I was sweating in my tank
top and skirt, so she must have been suffering), but she glowed. Her feet (in a pair of
wedges she borrowed from me, I point out proudly any time we look at the pictures)
were lighter than anyone else's as she traipsed up to the stage, the gold cord around
her neck bouncing with every happy step. I could have passed off my tears as sweat, it
was so hot, but I decided she was old enough to know and I was old enough to tell her
(finally, finally, FINALLY) that I wished her dad could've been there too. You're more
than enough, she said, and that was all I needed.
19. Sunrises. She said she preferred sunrises to sunsets because they're just as beautiful,
but a beginning instead of an end. I thought (in my critical mind) that that was just a
tad (if not extremely and overwhelmingly) tacky, but she just smiled. I don't care, she
said, and she went back to her painting or sculpting or whatever-it-was-this-time that had
drawn her full, free spirit in. Secretly (some things will always stay secret), I preferred
sunrises too.
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A Picture of Childhood Dreams

3rd place poetry

Charnell Peters
Checkered dress and long braids blow
In changing winds of playground scene
In city park away from road.
There, the children grow their dreams on blackest eyelashes,
Bat them at every passing stranger
And onto concrete courts—
A breathing graffiti,
A living mural of swirled jazzy tones
Of orange and brown and tan people
With soul songs in them,
With purple robes and proud swinging, strutting,
Violin bows and music notes buzzing overhead,
And people just dancing and grinning and being smart
With ladies in red lipstick and slicked down parts in wavy hair
like the side of the brick building on Jay Street.
A chalk walk with jumps, skips, and cracks,
Fastest double dutching feet, and them mean boys
From Grandma's street with their growling dog,
These own everything but the eyelashes,
Because dreams are like dust but fairy-breathed,
And everyone knows fairies don't breathe on eyelashes.
They're too busy making nations of friendships
Formed on sidewalk borders,
Giving strength to walk tall and high and say what you mean
To make all them grown ups
See this is me now.
And this is who I'll be someday:
One of those people on the mural
With the long brown braids and the trumpet
floating over my head.
When I grow up I'm gonna be
What the fairies made and the red-lipped ladies said,
Everyone I want to be and nobody I don't.

Above: As I worked on this poem, I thought about my ability to dream as a child. Children's dreams are not
limited to their minds. The whole physical world is involved, an aspect I wanted to depict with this poem.
Previous: In writing, I learn most when I attempt a perspective I know little about. I'm unfamiliar with this
fictional single mother, but I loved watching her grow in her relationship with her daughter and work
through how she thinks about her past. I hope this is as refreshing to read as it was to write.
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Monkey See Monkey Do

photography: 2nd place visual art

Becky Hogan

A day at the zoo with the most impressionable and lovable people I know.
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Crossing Lines

photography

Corrie Thompson

Above: "Crossing Lines" portrays blurred lines between animal instincts and human affection. Their brush
against each other is a plain yet intriguing interaction. Affection is characterized as a human trait, but
animals can cross this line, especially when facing the confining walls around them. The contrast between
dark and light shows contact is security, even to zebras.
Right: Some people have wondered if Professor Malloy is based off of an instructor here at Taylor. He is not.
The idea arose when I imagined what might happen if someone wore more than one tie simultaneously.
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The Seventeen Ties of Professor Malloy

m

Mark Glenchur
"I'm late!" cried Professor Malloy—so he was.
Like clockwork, it happened each morning because
He couldn't decide just which de he should wear;
He owned seventeen and had plenty to spare.
He held up the blue one. It didn't seem right.
He held up the red one but thought it too bright.
The green was too long and the purple too small.
At last he exclaimed, "Fine! I'll just wear them all!"
He tied on the white tie with black polka dots,
Then added the grey one with pale yellow spots.
The next tie was covered in little gold stars.
The one after that sported wavy pink bars.
Once all seventeen had been properly tied,
He put on his cap and he hurried outside.
He ran down the sidewalk, his arms full of books,
Though that wasn't why he got curious looks.
His ties flipped and flapped in a colorful stream;
He looked like some phantom pulled straight from a dream.
He ran to his classroom and opened the door,
But none of his students were there anymore.
Professor Malloy faintly muttered, "Alas,
I took too much time and I missed my first class."
He set down his books, feeling sullen and blue.
"But now," he remarked, "I know just what to do."
The very next morning, he rose with the sun
And put on all seventeen ties one-by-one;
He didn't debate about this tie or that,
But dressed and ate breakfast in twelve minutes flat.
He walked to his classroom, unhurried, unrushed.
His students were shocked when they saw him and hushed.
They sat for a minute in total surprise,
Though less at his presence and more at his ties.
They then began smiling and clapping with joy.
They shouted, "Good morning, Professor Malloy!"
As long as he lived, from that red-letter date,
Professor Malloy never once arrived late.
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Dizzy

poetry

Chandler Birch
It's times like these
(Still, quiet, warm, and alone)
When your taste is still fresh on me
That I can't figure out how language works.
You're just sitdng there, effortlessly inexorable,
While I, I, I, stutter out how much I love—
Turtles, food, sleep, beautiful things.
Pale things, undeserving of
Your enchanting mind.

"Dizzy" is something I wrote for a girl. She hasn't seen it yet.
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The eyes have it.

photography

Taylor Blake

-
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Self-portraits are perhaps the most intimidating art form.
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Sunday

photography

Andrew Davis

Last January I spent the day with my friend Matt at Starbucks. I had my camera and saw the opportunity for
the photo, so I instructed him to look at his phone. The lens I used to take this photo had been hit on its
side and now has a permanent tilt-shift effect at its widest focal length, causing the right side of the frame to
be slighdy blurry. The point of critical focus is the empty chair across from Matt, emphasizing his loneliness.
The coffee shop is becoming less a social experience and more a place to complete a technological to-do list.
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On Coffee Shop Etiquette

creative nonaction

Kinsley Koons

W

ith the growing participation in the "coffee shop" community, it is important to
understand certain etiquette if you want to be taken seriously as a coffee consumer.
Coffee shops have slowly transformed from quaint establishments for java lovers
and deep souls to pseudo-quaint buildings for pseudo-java lovers trying to impress their
pseudo-deep friends. With acknowledgment of this transformation, your role as a coffee
consumer becomes crucial to the experience of others, as well as your development
as a "cool" person. This essay is for you—yes you, who wants to be considered one of
the coffee shop elites. These are a few simple guidelines to abide by when entering the
unspoken competition that occurs while you sit in a coffee shop.
The first thing you must choose is your clothing. You must maintain a casual attitude that
gives off the impression of, "I woke up late; this shirt possibly belonged to my father, but
I still know what I am doing, and even my bad looks this good." Clothing choices usually
include things like ill-fitting flannels, well-fitting jeans, and some sort of brown leather
footwear. Another thing you must choose is your bag. You have one of two choices. A
structured professor-like leather messenger bag, or an ironically neon backpack. There
is no in-between here. You must choose one or the other. In regard to preparation,
bring more books than necessary. The reasoning behind this will become clear later on.
Upon entering said coffee shop, first look for a place to sit. This is a more important
decision than what kind of drink you will get. Look for a place in the corner, close to an
outlet; whether you are productive or not, you need to look like you are, which means
your laptop will need to be open throughout the entirety of your stay. Sit down with your
back to the wall for an optimum view of the entire shop. This is so you can pass time
people watching and enjoying Netflix at the same time, while still looking like you are
working on the hardest research paper anyone has ever written. When you choose your
seat, sit down, reach into your carefully picked satchel, pull out a pen, stick it behind
your ear, and place the stack of unnecessary books on the table, choosing one of them
to leave carelessly opened in a different area. Then, place your laptop in front of you,
open it up, and do a quick Facebook check. You are now "settled in" and ready to order
your drink.
When ordering your drink, you must approach the bar with nonchalance. Remember,
the baristas are your only friends. You are not competing with them because they have
already won, and you respect that. They will be the only people in the coffee shop you
will engage in conversation, and this conversation is a vehicle for you to show all the
other consumers that you are friends with the baristas. Whether you have met them
before or not, act like you have always known them. Use their name; say everything like
it is an inside joke. Also, comment on whatever song is quietly playing in the background
with agreeable statements like, "Oh man, I was just listening to this in my car," or," Have
you listened to their earlier stuff? So good." Another way you can connect to a barista is
by asking a large amount of unnecessary questions about the coffee that they are serving
you. For example, "Do you like this Guatemala blend? Or is it too tangy?" or "I heard you
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got a new espresso bean; how bold is it?" These questions not only show that you are
aware enough to ask them, but it also validates your barista as they can easily answer
each quesdon. After establishing a sort of friendship with your barista, you now have
created a space of mutual respect in which you can finally order your drink.
In most cases, order a black coffee because you don't need any of that "sweet froofy"
stuff in your drink. You need your drink to be honest, and free of all of the lies of
consumerism. If they have other ways of brewing their coffee, like a chemex brewer or
a pour-over, choose that. This will solidify to the other people sitting in the shop that
you know more than them, and that you truly know how to taste coffee in a way they will
never understand. They will see you and their flavored lattes will taste like hot, steaming
cups of immaturity. However, on days that you would like to treat yourself, you can order
a latte, but you must order it by saying to the barista, "Ya know, I usually just go with the
house blend, but I think today I'll treat myself." Another alternative to plain black coffee
is to order a specialty drink, and make it sound as complicated as possible. This allows
you to enter into a "secret language" with your barista. Throw in words like "double" or
"soy" or "extra hot." This communicates that you have ordered a lot of drinks in your
time, and you have finally perfected a drink that contains everything you love and need.
However, under no circumstances are you to order any blended frappe-wannabe drink;
those are strictly reserved for rich tweens who want to show off to their friends while
simultaneously enjoying the cold sensation on their recently tightened braces. And
nothing about your life should be able to relate to tweens, unless it is ironic, of course.
I must now warn you of a language mistake that occurs in this setting. The word is
espresso. When pronouncing the word, you must be careful not to say "ex-presso." This
pronunciation is incorrect, and you will be mocked in the heads of everyone within
audible distance, and you might not ever crawl back out of the hole that you just dug for
yourself. The word puts an emphasis on the "s," and you must say it softly in a sort of half
whisper..."Esssspresso." Another language mistake that you must avoid at all costs is using
the sizing chart that has been force-fed to coffee consumers by Starbucks. If you go to a
local coffee shop and order a "venti cappuccino," you will most likely get an entire pot of
boiling hot coffee poured all over you by a passive-aggressive barista who views Starbucks
'as a factory of burnt coffee and injustice.
After receiving your drink, you can return to the kingdom of apparent productivity that
you created for yourself prior to your ordering. When settling back in, you must put
your headphones in your ears immediately. Whether you are listening to music or not,
they must remain in your ears throughout the entirety of your time there. They act as a
symbol for the entire community in the room that you are not there to make friends and
that you couldn't care less about any other noise that might be happening in the shop.
This is the exact sentiment that you are trying to communicate; however, in no way does
it have to be true. The presence of your headphones also communicates to the other
coffee house dwellers they can say whatever they want no matter their proximity to you.
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Here is a hypothetical situation: a couple going through a rough patch meets up at your
coffee shop to talk things through. They know that they need a quiet corner so that they
can maintain some privacy, and they see you with books all over your table, eyes glued to
your computer screen, and headphones in your ears. They think to themselves, "Whoa,
look at that person; it looks like they couldn't care less about any other noise happening
in the shop, and like they could possibly be working on the hardest research paper ever
written! We could sit by that person and be safe." Although this may seem deceptive,
it is not necessarily your fault that this struggling couple received and respected your
signs. So continue on guilt-free. The couple orders drinks first because they are not
"cool" enough to know that you are not supposed to do that first, and then they sit at a
table very close to you. At this point, you turn your music off and begin your innocent
eavesdrop. This couple proceeds to have a highly emotional conversation with harsh
words and precious tears, and you are there to witness it all. Witnessing this conversation
can not only provide possible material for the short story that you tell your friends that
you are working on, but it can also act as an entertaining story to recount to your friends
later that night.
If these tips are implemented next time you enter a coffee shop, it is almost guaranteed
that you will indeed be the coolest person in the coffee shop and probably even the
general surrounding area. As you pack up your stuff to leave, take it slow and bask in
your glory as long as you can, making short but poignant eye contact with everyone in
the room that communicates something like, "I win."

This piece is a result of three things. 1.1 am a coffee snob. 2. One of the most important lessons I have ever
learned is the ability to make fun of yourself. 3. Satire is my love language. That's basically it.

Ill

Mr. Everything

photography

Jonathan Eshleman

This is a portrait of Mike Kotlarski, member of the Growing Growers Program at Victory Acres and chef at
Payne's Restaurant in Gas City. Not only does Mike manage his crops single-handedly, he also finds the time
to backpack and climb on the weekends. Mike and his feline friend were kind enough to show me around
the greenhouse at Victory Acres last spring when this photo was taken.
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Last Laugh

poetry

Charnell Peters

When I grow up, whenever that is,
I will kill my yard.
It will crack, a frozen lake, beneath your feet,
map out crevasse and cleft
in winkled, tan sheet
Five o' clock shadow grass will wither in ghettos, barricaded by deserts of brown earth.
And I will rock on my porch, full of mirth,
laughing at those who come to gawk—
Not at its disparaging state but at its beauty.
They say...
They say the grass is always greener.
But here in my yard, it will be a sahara,
Grass too young to know life of water
And born familiar with scorch of sun.
It will kill all the insects:
Dried shells and curled wings will tumbleweed blow
With smallest breeze.
And I will love it.
I will love that dying earth.
Others, they will too.
But they will be fools for loving what is not theirs.
It is fair, this game that I play, for I have only lived
With green eyes and reaching palm,
But I will not be a fool then.
No.
I will grow forests of potted plants in my house.

I began this poem thinking of the negative implications of envy. I thought it would end with a nice, moral
resolution. The speaker who developed turned out to be an interesting character with entirely different
motives than I had planned. It was a fun piece.
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Beachy Field

photography

Kristi Schweitzer

As a photographer, there are times when you work for a good picture and then there are times when you
get a lucky shot. That day on the beach, I played around with several shots before getting this. This was one
landscape gem that amazed me. I couldn't have taken it better if I tried.
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A Colorful Character
Mark Glenchur
Although my neighbor Mr. Gray may seem a trifle dull,
There's not a man alive who's even half as colorful.
For instance, Mr. Gray grows blue whenever he is sad,
And, furthermore, he frequendy sees red when he is mad.
When Mr. Gray is tickled pink, he simply walks on air.
When frightened he is yellow, though he's difficult to scare.
Before he learned to garden he was green from head to toe,
But now his thumb alone is green; his flowers really grow!
He makes his living writing, and his books are good to read;
His purple prose bespeaks that he is silver-tongued, indeed.
It's clear that Mr. Gray has gifts and talents manifold,
But of them all I most appreciate his heart of gold.
Though some might think him boring, Mr. Gray is quite all right.
The trouble is that people tend to think in black and white.

Some have asked if Mr. Gray is based on a real person. He is not, but he nonetheless provided an excellent
nucleus for a bit of nonsense. The inspiration for this poem came from G.K. Chesterton's story "The
Coloured Lands." Alas, I simply could not think of any phrases involving the colors brown or orange.
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Poet's Garb

Carli Stewart

It's time to be poetical,
Put on your thoughtful shoes
Doff that old coat of practical
And don your shawl of muse
Slide into muddy worker's boots
But shed the ticking watch
Attach instead your play mustache
And mix your artist's swatch
Paint on your face emotion sap
Pull on bright image socks
Then top it with reflective cap
Squeeze into compact thought.
Last, lay aside editor's knife
Pick up a wand instead.
Wave magic words onto the page
Then tuck them into bed.

If only writing poetry were as easy as putting on the right clothes in the morning.
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poetry

Desert

photography

Jake Rundell

I took this photo while on a hike in Tucson, Arizona. When my family started the hike, we were excited, but
halfway through this hike, we were tired, hungry, thirsty, and my brother was stung by a bee. We were not
happy hikers anymore. I used my camera as an excuse to stop and take a break while my family kept goingI took a few shots of this landscape and ran to catch back up with my family. I love the stillness and the
solitude in this photo. It seems so clean and untouched. Looking back at this photo I wonder what was just
beyond the mountains.
jj

Caribou in Pencil

pencil

Jessica Tinklenberg

I love science. I love the sense of discovery, wonder, and beauty there is in the natural world. For me,
capturing the beauty of creation through drawings is a way for me to explore my Father's world even more.
Drawing different animals, from tigers to butterflies to caribou, is an opportunity to discover them in ways
completely different from (yet complementary to) science.
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Tree Stem

photography

Caitlyn Kuhn

This particular photo was one of several documenting the idea of cycles in nature. It was taken at the end o
spring when all the season's flowers had fallen away to make room for the new leaves. What remained was
the empty stem where a white Dogwood flower used to be. And yet, despite the absence of petals, I found
this hull of a flower bud beautiful for what it was and its purpose in the tree's cycle.

Orionids

photography

Matt Walters

While stargazing even something as cliche as Taylor Lake can be beautiful when seen from a new light.

120

On Being Here

creative nonfiction: honorable mention prose

Paula Weinman

I

n the middle of nowhere, that's where I go to school; in the middle of the cornfields
where there is nothing but sky if you look up and nothing but planted dreams for
miles and miles if you look out. Someday, when I get somewhere, I guess I'll laugh at
the single stoplight, the rusty railroad, the bowing bridge. How did I last, in the middle of
nowhere? I'll ask. Thank God I'm somebody now, far away from Nowhere.

But I might be wrong.

Before I started school in Upland, I went to visit my big brother and his wife in Tucson,
Arizona, where there is more heat in the air than oxygen. It's an artist's town, Tucson.
Few landscapes strike me as more cinematic than the Sonoran desert: the glistening
sand burning orange under the sunset; the straight-backed cacti thrusting prickly arms
up at the sky; the arid blue sky rendered crystal-clear by uninterrupted sunshine—and
all this ridged with purple mountains, so far away they look like an oil painting. It's where
I grew up. It's where my brother Peter and his wife Ani live now, with a mild-mannered
Labrador named Rusky and a boisterous mastiff-Lab mix named Bogart. Peter and Ani
live in a restored historical house in downtown Tucson. It's by the university, and any
restaurant you visit is going to be teeming with college students.
When I told Peter where I was going to school, he took out his new iPhone and looked
up Upland on Google Maps. He laughed and held the screen closer to his eyes.
"Whereis this place?"
I reached over and ran my finger down Main Street. "Right there. See it?"
He laughed again. I couldn't blame him for not recognizing that tiny cluster of houses
and brick as a town. Peter spent most of his life in big towns.
"That's it? That's—like—nothing. The college must be the whole town."
I laughed too, the sound quavering with uncertainty at the back of my throat.
"Uh...pretty much," I said.
I've had dozens of conversations that have gone more or less the same way, and I always
said the same things. Afterward, I always regret not telling people that on Google Maps,
you can't see the fireflies darting through the fields at night: tiny, flashing suns dancing
in an endless universe of corn.
What does it mean, to come out of Nowhere? "This guy came out of nowhere," they'll
say on the news. Or, "What a race! Out of nowhere, she streaked to the front of the pack."
Every time I hear it, I wonder if "coming out of nowhere" is just another way of saying
"escape." Sometimes, when the cold has gnawed our trees to blackened bones, I can't
help but secretly hope that my escape isn't far away.
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I've always found it odd how we measure places, because we'd never measure people the
same way. I mean, we don't judge a person's worth by how easily we can get away from
them.
'You must really like corn," people will quip. "Are there places you can go? You know,
off-campus? Or in town?"
"Um...there's a Wal-Mart twenty minutes away," I'll say. They laugh.
"Oh, okay. So if you really needed to get away—"
"We kind of stay in the area most of the time," I'll say. "And there's a farmer's market
on Friday."
A pause.
"I bet you get some really good corn up there."
"Sure. I guess. Every now and then."
It's not their fault. I talk the same way sometimes. The funny thing is, we don't have to
drive anywhere to get away; we just stay on campus. I've always wondered if that's how
God wants it to be, but I don't do much about it. We're pretty cloistered here. I mean,
we pray a lot. It keeps our eyes closed.

They say nobody visits here, so we have the privilege of being hidden in plain sight.
Our buried treasures are always exposed. Five minutes down the road, past the bridge
covered in Bible-verse graffiti, a group of farmers pluck red-rounded tomatoes from the
vine, and draw Sharpie-smiles on sun-yellow squashes. By the railroad, other farmers
sell dusky pink radishes and leafy greens. And just across the street, a librarian shows
children how to use books like telescopes, teaching them to zoom in close on the
sparkling sky-high worlds of their imaginations. All this, and out of Nowhere, out of
emptiness. Perhaps that is the glory of nothing: it is where God creates. Ex nihilo. Out
of nothing.
I would have liked to live in a place that doesn't make you work to notice it. I can't help
it; my family lives in Germany. My mom went to Prague for a retreat. My sister's class trip
was in Rome. And my brother went miniature golfing in Switzerland. In Kandern, there
are ancient green mountains everywhere.
Upland doesn't command my admiration like Germany does. There are no mountains
here. Sometimes, the only thing to admire is the sunrise, bleeding across a sky nearly as
flat as the fields. Sometimes, the only thing you can hear is a sharp, bitter wind, whittling
away at an expanse so brown and crumbly it looks like someone has smashed it flat with
the heel of their hand. It makes you feel small and alone and cold, because the sky is
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too high and the land is too bare and the clouds only hint at the existence of the sun.
The hardest thing about life here is you have to live under a magnifying glass. There is
nothing to distract you from yourself. You have to watch the fields lay empty for months
at a time, whited out by snow.
See, it's not the empty canvases outside that hurt the most. It's the vacant spaces inside
you that chafe—the ones no one sees, the places no one visits. You wonder if they are
there for a reason, or if they're just going to fade into an empty, forgotten Nowhere. And
you don't want to wonder anymore. So you go inside. You stomp snow off your boots.
You hide.

Here in Nowhere, our trees wear harvest costumes, explosions of fiery stars pinned like
ornaments to their rough black branches. Just before it all goes dark, ex nihilo, God
speaks—"Let there be light"—and a flushed sunset floods the world like high tide. It
leaves puddles of light on the walls and the sidewalk and on the windows. Then (there
was evening, there was night) the moon comes and dries it all up. At night, the sky is so
deep and rippled, you could raise your arms and swan-dive right into it, letting the cold
black-blue lap against your skin.
I tell people I don't mind Nowhere, because—in time—everywhere
can be a Nowhere
or a Somewhere. It just depends on if you can love the emptiness enough to fill it. Here,
I am surrounded by 3,000 souls. And if souls are infinite, then I guess I'll be happy to
breathe the same air as eternity.

I've come to understand nowhere as a place without God. As you can imagine, nowheres are rather scarce.
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On the Way Out

photography

Jonathan Welde

"On the Way Out" shows the conclusion of a long day's hike at Bighorn Canyon. Crew chief Chris (left) and
Will (right) are members of the four-man archaeology field survey crew (the A-Team) I am part of. Covering
hundreds of miles each summer season, the crew conducts systematic surveys of high altitude mountain and
canyon terrain to discover remnants of Native American artifacts. Frequently, the crew winds up miles from
the truck and must hike back at the end of the day.
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The Artists
Lauren Anderson
Lauren Anderson ('15) is a biology/pre-med major from Minneapolis,
Minnesota. She is a chai tea addict and enjoys playing volleyball, basketball,
and golf. She hopes to pursue dentistry after graduating from Taylor and to
incorporate art into her dental practice.
Page 95

Ethan Barnes
Ethan Barnes ('15) is a social studies education major from Bloomington,
Illinois. He wants to travel the world, explore academics, think in new ways, be
intentional with others, and seek truth above all else. He loves the outdoors
and literature.
Pages 76, 88

JJ Becker
JJ Becker ('16) is a psychology major at Taylor University. He's 20 and currently
living with his younger sister and parents in Overland Park, Kansas. He loves
art and music. The focus of his art is photo manipulation (photo destruction,
essentially), and his music is experimental downtempo with a lot of minor
genre influences.
Page 40

Chandler Birch
Chandler Birch ('14) writes things in the desperate hope he won't have to
abide by the classical definition of "work" when he graduates in five months.
He probably won't escape, but he'll be able to whine about it in free verse and
prose for a good long while.
Pages 23, 67, 70,106

Taylor Blake
Taylor Blake ('14) is a senior media writing major. She prefers her tea black
and her coffee lightened with hazelnut syrup. Before she dies, she wants to
attend a Cardinals World Series game and taste tortellini in Italy.
Pages 52, 71,107
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Sarahruth Brown
Sarahruth Brown ('15) is an English education major from Ludington,
Michigan. In addition to writing poetry, Sarahruth enjoys fashion, reading,
and pugs.
Pages 18, 20

Cory Chea
Cory Chea ('15) is a psychology major from the Bahamas who has a passion for
traveling and meeting people from all walks of life.
Page 19

Rebecca Daley
Rebecca Daley ('15) is a sociology major from North Carolina and is planning
on being an immigration lawyer.
Page 66

Andrew Davis
Andrew ('17) is a film- and theatre-loving freshman from Fort Lauderdale,
Florida. He enjoys all the arts and fellow art appreciators.
Page 108

Jonathan Eshleman
Jonathan Eshleman ('15) is a film and media production major from the south
suburbs of Chicago. In his free time, he frequents the Abbey Coffee Co. and
creates Spotify playlists.
Pages 32, 51, 62, 112
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Mark Glenchur
Mark Glenchur ('15) is a history student from Cincinnati. He enjoys practicing
calligraphy, collecting stamps, listening to classical music, and watching
old movies.
Pages 56, 68, 105, 115

Christina Goggin
Christina ('14) is an Indiana native, graduating this spring with a B.A. in
English and a double minor in TESOL and international studies.
Pages 93, 94

Rebecca Hartman
Rebecca Hartman ('15) is studying English, art, and history at Taylor
University. She lives in Texas with her family, where she enjoys the kind of
warm weather unheard of in these here parts.
Pages 78-83

Callie Haven
Callie Haven ('15) is a photography major and theatre arts minor. She enjoys
reading, writing, painting, acting, long walks on the beach, and bad jokes.
Page 54

Elise Heyen
Elise Heyen ('15) is a sociology major and environmental science minor from
Hillsboro, Kansas. She loves spending her free time writing poems, making
music, playing sports, and serving others.
Page 91
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Becky Hogan
Becky Hogan ('15) is a computer science/systems major who also enjoys
art. She hopes to spend the rest of her life bridging the gap between art and
technology.
Pages 57, 84,103

S. Taylor Hughes
Taylor Hughes ('16) is a politics, philosophy, and economics major. He loves to
create and admires those who do. He is thankful to be included in this year's
Parnassus with so many wonderful artists.
Page 97

Annie Johnson
Annie Johnson ('16) is at Taylor with a biology/pre-med major and minors
in honors and chemistry. Despite being a science major, she's always felt
passionate about art. She's taken many art classes in her life and loves the
ability to balance scientific precision with creative expression.
Page 98

Kinsley Koons
KinsleyJ. Koons ('14) is an English literature and philosophy major. She has
loved reading and writing ever since she finally admitted to herself that she
wasn't good at sports in the eighth grade. (Although, she still maintains a
sincere respect for both Reggie Miller and MichaelJordan and would like for
you to believe her when she says she has an excellent jumpshot.)
Pages 50, 58-60, 90,109-111

Caitlyn Kuhn
Caitlyn Kuhn ('14) is a 3-D design major. She especially loves working with clay
and pulls inspiration from textures, forms, and colors found in nature. She is a
strong advocate for mac 'n' cheese and is particularly smitten with squirrels.
Page 119
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Sarah Lyons
Sarah Lyons ('16) is an English major who, surprisingly, likes reading and
writing. She likes pretending to know what she's doing and practicing what
she's not good at.
Page 24

Maria Martin
Maria Martin ('14) is still in denial about being a senior. A professional writing
major, she loves big dogs, little brothers, and chilly mornings (and excessive
parentheticals).
Pages 26-30, 99-101

Chelsea Molin
Chelsea Molin ('14) is a professional writing major who grew up exploring
mystical lands and far-off galaxies with fantastic people who may or may not
have been real. Now she writes, which is basically the same thing, only with
more tears and less sleep.
Pages 33, 65

Alex Moore
A poet from Cedarville, Ohio, and a member of the class of 2016, Alex Moore
is currently learning the discipline of planting life in ink day after day.
Page 25

E. Patrick Neer
Patrick Neer ('15) is studying both professional writing and history at Taylor
University. In his spare time he enjoys travelling back in time and righting
great wrongs. If you question him on this, he'll point out the conspicuous lack
of dinosaurs roaming the Midwest.
Page 69

130

Maiinda Patterson
Malinda Patterson ('16) is majoring in creative writing and psychology. In her
free time, she sits in trees and memorizes Wendell Berry poems.

Pages 12-17, 34, 89

Charnell Peters
Charnell Peters ('16) is a professional writing major who loves music,
spoken word poetry, and laughing. She writes and reads poetry because she
is constandy amazed by the way a few words can create an empowering and
humbling experience.

Pages 47,102,113

Abigail Pollock
Abigail Pollock ('14) is a political science student whose hobbies include eating
D.C. food, counting the number of gas stations in Upland, and creating carbon
dioxide. She grew up in two countries and plans on adding more to the list.

Pages 39, 46

Hanson Reed
Hanson Reed ('16) is a film and media production major. His biggest fears
are wasting time and being comfortable, both of which he excels at. He finds a
morbid pleasure in disaster because it cuts pretense like a knife. He has once
or twice been called pretentious. He reads slowly.

Page 22

Suzanne Rhee
Suzanne Rhee ('16) is a professional writing and creative writing double
major. She hopes to be cool someday, but in the meantime, she makes spot-on
impressions of Grumpy Cat and aims to be environmentally friendly. She will
sell her soul for chocolate.

Pages 31, 41-45
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Jake Rundell
Jake Rundell ('15) is a media production major. He likes how film and
photography allow you to explore the world and share moments in time with
others who may never have the same experiences. He hopes to have many
adventures to share in the years to come.
Page 117

Kristi Schweitzer
Kristi Schweitzer ('14) is a professional writing major with a creative writing
minor. She likes reading, writing, photography, hanging out with friends, and
anything vintage.
Page 114

Carli Stewart
Carli Stewart ('15) is majoring in English creative writing and looking to do
something involving stories, teaching, and Jesus. God, patient friends and
family, reading, writing, walking, and making music are a few of the things that
keep her sane.
Pages 21, 64,116

Sam Stone
Sam ('14) is a photographer from New York. His hobbies include being from
New York and taking pictures.
Page 35

Corrie Thompson
Corrie Thompson ('16) is originally from Streamwood, Illinois. Her major is
professional writing with a minor in studio art. Corrie loves reading, writing
poetry, and anything with photography.
Page 74, 104
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Jessica Tinklenberg
Jessica Tinklenberg ('16) is a biology major from Grand Rapids, Michigan. She
is a Christ-follower, friend, and coffee-lover.
Page 118

Veronica Toth
English major Veronica Toth ('16) can often be found in her beloved second
home, the Educational Technology Center, where she is the only employee
that dislikes technology. She does, however, enjoy loud discussions over meals,
befriending strangers, and reading books.
Pages 53, 75, 96

Lauren Ullrich
Lauren Ullrich ('15) is a social work major with a studio art minor. She is from
Houston, Texas, but lived most of her life in Sofia, Bulgaria. She works parttime at an engineering company, but her ideal job would use art therapy in the
recovery process for young women rescued out of human trafficking.
Pages 61, 92

Matt Walters
Matt Walters (T4) is a graphic design major who would love to know what
he wants to do with the rest of his life. He loves God, his friends, his family,
Chick-fil-A, Disney, traveling, Harry Potter, and sometimes art (when things
work out).
Pages 38, 77, 120

Paula Weinman
Paula Weinman ('16) is majoring in creative writing and professional writing.
She is fond of coffee, conversation, and children's literature. One day, she
hopes to be a better writer than she is now.
Pages 63, 72-73,121-123
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Jonathan Welde
Jonathan Welde ('17) enjoys pursuing God in the vast wilderness of Wyoming
and Montana through backpacking, hiking, skiing, dirtbiking, and landscape
photography. He often does these things as a park ranger with the U.S.
National Park Service in Bighorn Canyon National Recreation Area.
Page 124

Brianna Wyatt
Brianna Wyatt ('14) is a senior professional writing major from Newark, Ohio.
Besides writing, she enjoys living out her days in the theater, singing, dancing,
being artsy with a camera, and going on spontaneous adventures. At her core,
Brianna loves telling stories in any and every format and hopes to do so for the
rest of her life.
Page 55

